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EDWIN AN DP CATHERINE. 
4 1 1 4 


SCENE, 4 Hall. 
M*<GrtcoR, REYNALDO. 


 REYNALDO. 


1 HESE are my ſentiments upon the ſubject. 


M GRECCOR. 


And doſt thou think they e'er ſhall be receiv'd? 
Shall I my daughter's hand give to a poor 
Deſpiſed orphan ? Surely ſuch a thought 
Hath never yet found entrance to my breaſt, 

Elſe I'd not plung'd him in the depth of battle, 
Before his arm was ſtrong to wield a ſpear ? 

But being acquainted with his ill-tim'd love, 

His inſolence, his daring high preſumption, 

I thought, and thought again, what way to take, 
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What ſafeſt way, to crop the growing evil 
Which ev'ry day I ſaw increaſe before me : 

And ſure, at laſt, I did it with that ſkill, 

That caution, and that deep diſcerning judgment, 
Which ev'ry ſage will juſtify : 1 ſtretch'd 

Not forth my hand to ſtain it with his blood, 
Tho” rage and honour call'd for vengeance on im; 
But far beyond his moſt exalted hopes, 

Vain as they are, I told him I deſign'd 

He ſhould command the fleet choſe from the clans, 
And fail againſt the Danes, our threat'ning foes, 


RERVNALDO. 


The world calumniates the deed, my father. 
Tho' he was born to matchleſs bravery, yet 
He being a youth not well inur'd to arms, 
Not much accuſtom'd to the din of battle, 
The hard fatigue of war, of camps and ſieges, 
What can they think ?—Believe it, fir, I've heard 
Them, ſpeaking of him, call to mind the deed, 
The horrid deed of Iſrael's ſecond king 
Done to Uriah, and ſay yours reſembles't. 


1 2 ——— N D — 
. * 2 " : -* 1". Fu. 2 S 
* - . * : 5% 4 q + A 2 


0 wy 
EN me 2% ES — * 1 _— * 
4 5 . ? "NP Wn, 2's, 1 
- * 4 2 * wn 1 p . E * 
: . . 4 - 7 Fe 1 * 
1 5 9 R a » 


EDWIN AN D CATHERINE. 7 
M GREGOR. 


Reſemble it !---The caſe is widely different. 
He ſent him out, the bearer of his doom; 
I gave him honour and the chance of fortune; 
What then have buſy, meddling men to fay ? 
Or why doſt thou thus merit my diſpleaſure ? 
Should he be buried in the ocean's womb, 
Fd think my houſe well rid of ſuch a reptile, 
And to his mem'ry never drop one tear : 
Or ſhould he fall in battle, ſhould his blood 
Smoke on the ſpear of ſome inſatiate foe, 


His own hard fate, not I would be the cauſe, 


My breaſt would ſtill be clear, my conſcience would, 
Free from his death, ſtill fleep in fweet repoſe ; 
Ev*n tho? he ſhould return in ſplendid pomp, 
Crown'd with victorious laurels, I would ſend 'im 
Far as the liquid ſalt can carry fail : 
For while Llive, ſhe never ſhall be his. 


REVNAL Do. 


Much honour'd father, ſtorm not thus at me; 
Tho? I now ſpeak in favour of my friend, 


* EDWIN and CATHERINE. 


My long, my well-try'd friend—I own that fortune, 
Through blind negle& to Edwin hath deny'd 

Her fickle favours, titles, riches, pleafure'; 

Yet theſe are only gilded, tranſient toys, 

Mere empty bubbles, faithleſs as the wind, 

And make no part of real ſubſtantial greatneſs; 
But he poſſeſſes far, far greater wealth: 1 
A ſoul bred up to virtuous deeds; a breaſt 

Warm: glowing with affection, love, and courage; 
A heart of truth, that never can diſſemble; ' 
A fortitude, that baffles all affliction ; I 
A mind ſedate, yet ſo delightful mix'd 

With gaiety of ſpirits, ever tun'd 

Far ſocial friendſhip, and the work of heav'n. 
And what might ſtill endear the youth to you, 4 


He is of your own clan: His father once, 
You know, was Lord of great Pomona's ille ; 
Till forc'd by cruel Malcom's jealous rage, 

He left his country, and reſign'd his lands 
To the extortioner, and gave his ſon, 


The infant Edwin, unto heav'n and you, 
Now to the bliſsful regions he is wafted, 
And finds the crowns, and garlands of the juſt, | 
More than enough for what he loſt below. - KB 


Then take your pleaſure. 


B 


EDWIN and CATHERINE. 
M GREGOR. 


Full well indeed thou play'ſt the orator, 
The moraliſt, the advocate as well: 
This long harangue of thine is wond'rous pleaſing, 
And really charms th* enthuſiaſtic ear; 
But ſince I'm grown thy pupil, tell me ſomething 
More new, or more delighting to the mind ! 

For what tho thy diſcourſe be thinly ſtraw'd 
With languid truths, what doſt thou call the reſt, 
The greater part—But call them what thou wilt, 
call them lies accurſed—O my heart !— 

Riſe, reaſon, rife, and quench my kindling rage. 


REYNALDO. *' 


He is not mov'd, why need I talk of virtue, 
Or ſpeak of pedigree, where wealth is wanting ? 
I'll come more near him. F Afede. 
Let me fpeak this once, 


10 EDWIN AND CATHERINE. 


M:GREGOR. 


No, I've heard enough. 
Enough of thy refined ſophiſtry, 
Thy dull, contracted morals —Well, indeed 
I'm really low fince thou muſt be my teacher. 
I ſee his mimicking the Saint before thee, 
Has made thy poor enthuſiaitic brain 
Run mad, and coin for him a ſtock of virtues 
He never knew. Thou thinkeſt all this praiſe 
Which thou ſo laviſhly beſtow'ſt upon him 
Will reconcile me, and regain my favour, 
But my fix'd purpoſe ſtill remains the ſame. 
Even for his birth, allowing it was noble, 
Where is the glory now ? a ſhadow barcly 
Without a ſubſtance—and without a charm. 


[inter BRYNA. 
BRYNA. 


A meſſenger demands admittance to you. 
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EDWIN any CATHERINE. 11 
M*Gxrecor. 
A meſſenger | who is he ?——— 


BRVYNA. 


My good lord, 
His habit ſpeaks him great M Donald's page. 


M*Gazzcos. 
'Tis well; conduct him hither. [ Exit BRYNA. 
Enter PAGE. 
Pace. 


Noble Lord, 
Your pardon for this boldneſs, 


M*<GRrEGOR. 


it is granted, 
On the account of thy brave, gen'rous maſter, 
Whom, tor his favours, I will ever love, 
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I truly bid thee a moſt heartily welcome : 
How fares my friend, the noble Lord Macdonald. 


PAGE. 


Health waits on him, Sir. Down by the ſtream 
But now I left him, where he halts to reſt 
Hitaſelf, and ſervants, tired with the chaſe, 
And as an earneſt of the hunting ſpoils, 

And his ſtrong love for Catherine, he has ſent 
By me, the preſent of a little fawn, 

Which we within its den ſurpris'd aſleep; 

He wiſhes ſhe'd accept it for his ſake, 

For with it comes his beſt of gifts, his heart. 
Fre this time now he's on his journey here, 
Another hour ſhall ſee him in your preſence. 


M*<GRrEGOR. 


Thanks, modeſt youth, l'm much thy Maſter's 
debtor, 
And to repay him ſhall ſincerely ſtrive. 
Ho, there! 
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EDWIN aD CATHERINE; 13 
3 Enter BxvyNa. 


BRYNA. 


My lord. 
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M GREGOR. 


Here, take with thee this youth, 
And entertain him as befits my honour. 


R 2 1 — 1 8 1 6 


BRYNA. 


Your pleaſure, Sir, ſhall be obſerv'd. 
[ Exit, with Pace, 


M*<GREGOR, 


Well, boy, 
I hope no more thou'll ſtab me with the found - 
Of that eternal ſhame, that foul diſgrace, 
Thou mean'ſt to bring upon our ancient houſe. 
Thou ſeeſt I for my daughter have a match, 

A glorious match, ſhall dignify our line 
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With blooming ſplendour, and unequal'd pow'r; 
A man poſſeſs'd of excellence, and wealth, 

Of ev'ry gift that nature thought the beſt; 

And doſt thou think, thou low, thou ſhallow no- 
| thing, 

That e'er thy minion, a poor beardleſs hoy, 

Shall dare to vie with this renowned lord, 

This radiant, peerleſs, Caledonian Star! 


REYNALDO. 


Why need I ſpeak, why need I utter more, 
Since angry tempeſts in your boſom riſe. 
All I could ſay, would only urge the flame 
Which gnaws your vitals, dear, dear honour'd fa- 

ther. 

Let me be calm, and filent, as the eve 
When ev'ry gentle breeze has ceas'd to play ; 
And only in the ſoothing form of duty, 
To you, my ſiſter, and myſelf, once ſpeak : 
If you have pity to be wrought upon, 
If you have love within your boſom lodg'd; 
By all the tender ties that parents know, 
J here conjure you to forget that wrath. 
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EDWIN ano CATHERINE. 


My ſiſter's happineſs is now at ſtake, 

A ſerious, tender ſubject, to be touch'd : 

If ſhe be willing, I ſhall well agree, 

But well I know the dear, dear, tender thoughts, 


The ſoft ſenſations, that in crowds ariſe, 


Throb round her heart, and innocently play, 
With love, and longing to her abſent Edwin. 


M<GRrEGOR. 


Perdition to that name! deteſted thought! 

But come, no more, time brooks of no delay, 

Now ſmooth thy brow, with courteous ſmiles to 
meet 

Our coming gueſt, nor dare to lurk one frown ; 

Away with haſle to ſeek the penſive fair, 

I think ſhe wanders in the oaken grove; 

11 hat place, forſooth, ſhe ſurely thinks is ſacred, 

For there ſhe ſtill delights to dwell alone. 


REYNALDO. 


Sacred indeed, by love's moſt ſacred vows. ; 
[ Hide. 
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M GREGOR. 


Bid her throw off each heavy cloud of woe, 
Each anxious fear, each dark perplexing doubt; 
Reſume her wonted gaiety, and come | 
Directly with thee, to attend a friend, 

A noble gueſt, who now awaits her preſence. 

Tell her withal, the match is now concluded; 

No more ſhe needs bemoan her hapleſs fate, 

I've wiſely ponder'd in my mind her caſe, 

And ſoon ſhall ſee her happy in a huſband. 

Be quick; do m while I attend Macdonald. 
[Exit M GREGOR. 


REVNAL DO. Solus. 
| | * 

What ſhall I make of theſe ambiguous words, 
The match concluded /—Sure *tis not with Edwin? 
If with Macdonald, wretched Catherine's fate. 
Can robes of gold array the mind with peace ? 
Can ſordid treaſures bring content; or fill 
The vaſt deſires of a ſoul immortal! 
What ſhall I tell my fiſter ? how behave ? 
When in the preſence of the injur'd fair 
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EDWIN ano CATHERINE; 


Should I difſemble? Oh! forbid it, Heav'n! 
Should I be plain; the conſequence is fatal: 
And what adds deeper horror to the gloom 
That low'rs around, is my own latent love 
To that fair charmer, O undone Euphreſia 
Not for my own, but for thy fate I ſhrink, 
When to my fire our loves muſt be reveal'd! 
What ſhall I do, in this myſterious juncture ? 
Thou Pow'r, who rul'ſt above yon azure &y! 
Who only ſpeaks, and man to being comes, 
Who only nods, and mortals are no more; 
Deign to look down on this diforder'd maze! 
O rule it as thy wiſdom thinks moſt meet. 
Let not a parent give ſuch looſe to wrath, 
But bridle his ungovern'd rage. And, O! 
Reſtrain his avarice! let him no more 
Adore this world, and thus diſhonour thee! 

Now, truſting unto him, who lits on high, 

May I not linger here, but quickly fly 

To my lov'd ſiſter, there to tell her all; 


17 


And if one's doom'd to periſh, both ſhall fall. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE, A deep woad. On one hand, a bower and 
lofty oak ; on the other, a winding river, and flant- 
ing vale, terminated by the ocean. 


Enter CATHERINE, 


How long, how long, O Edwin! ſhall I mourn 
Thy tedious abſence, with a flood of tears ? 
How long ſhall ſad remembrance paint the hour, 
That tore thee from theſe arms ; that urg'd, yea, 

forc'd 48 

Thee on yon boiſt'rous ocean, wide and wild, 
To combat ſtorms, yet, yet at laſt reſign 
Thy vanquiſh'd valour to the ſavage waves? 
Thrice wretched Catherine! ever hapleſs youth ! 
Thy dear, thy lovely form, by Nature fram'd, 
Is ever preſent in my anxious breaſt ; 
Is pictur'd on my foul, thy image yet 
Appears to fancy real, as when thou took'ſt 
Thy laſt adieu of me, beneath the ſhade 
Of yonder bow'r, avowing conſtant love ! 
Love ſtrong as death, which oceans cannot quench, 
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EDWIN anD CATHERINE. 19 


Nor the extenſive breadth of ſea divide; 

A love thou ſwore, and ſeal'd it with a kiſs, 

Pledg'd by this ring, thy finger long had wore ; 

That ev'n my too, too cruel fire, with all 

His frowns, his threats, and worſe diſſembling 
ſmiles, 

Should never, never vanquiſh, nor deſtroy. 

But, ah! tormenting anguiſh—Blameleſs youth ! 

When ſhall theſe vows,.{o ſacred, ſo ſincere, 

Be e' er perform'd, in the behalf of me! 


4 Doom'd to misfortunes, deſtin'd to the worſt 


Of human ills—an early, diſmal grave 

Opes its voracious jaws, and thee ingulphs, 
Ingulphs beneath th' enormous load of waves, 
That whelm the vaſt capacious channel of | 
The mighty deep—daſh'd in ſome cavern's gloom, 
Ah! now thou ly'ſt. Inſtead of groves, and bow'rs, 
And arbours lin'd with love, where we together 
Oft ſpent our joyful hours of youthtul prime, 
Thou ſind'ſt a pillow of the rough ſea weed, 

Or elſe perhaps a fiſh's entrails give | 

A bed to thee! While I, abandon'd, roam 
Through all our former haunts, delightleſs all, 

No joy gthey bring to me. Like hounds that chaſe 
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The panting doe, inflexible deſpair 

Cloſe, cloſe purſues me, and ere long ſhall puſh 
My trembling ſpirit o'er Life's giddy verge. 


Enter REvYNALD®o at a diſtance. 


Who's that diſturbs me? Cruel fate! ſhall I, 
Beſide this facred oak, not ſpend an hour, 
A ſolemn hour, and dedicate it to him. 
REVNAL DO, (coming forward ). 
Good angels guard thee! Start not, O my fiſter— 


CATHERINE, 


Away, my frenzy, *tis the beſt of brothers— 
O my Reynaldo! how ray ſpirits heave, 
My heart, that quite was ſunk, now mounts apacc, 
And ev'ry quick'ning vital plays around : 
My ſoul, my very ſoul goes out to meet thee, 
My only comfort now, my life's beſt guardian. 


REYNALDO. 


Compoſe thy ſcatter'd ſpirits; ſummon reaſon, 
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Let her fit empreſs in thy breaft awhile, 

To rule the paſſions for a little moment : 

I have a wounding ſtory for thy ear; 

Time's on the wing, and I muſt haſte to tell it, 


CATHERINT., 


Ha! what does it concern thyſelf, or mo, 
Thy lov'd Euphreſia, or my dear, dear Edwin. 


R k NAL Do. 
The tale I bring does deeply touch tay love. 
CATHERINE, 


Diſtraction—horror—O my tortur'd heart! 
cannot hold it, ſpeak or elſe it burſts; | 
O Virtue! help me now to ſtand the thock ; 
Inſpire with courage my weak woman's ſoul! 
'To hear the dirge of my far better half 
Say is he baſely murder'd.——— 


22 EDWIN any CATHERINE, 


REvNALDO, 


m—cayn knows that: 
hope it ſmiles more favourably on him, 
My truſty page, but a few minutes ſince 
Is from me gone, the ſpy I oft did ſend 
Down to the northern cliffs, to view from far 
If he diſcover'd ought of Edwin's fleet. 
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CATHERINE. 


A heav'n of bleſſings wait thee, But go on. 


REYNALDO. 


He told me, far as ſtraining eye could ſearch, 
He ſpy'd a blackneſs on the foaming ſurge, 
And as it nearer drew, he could diſcern, 

Plainly diſcern, the truth of what be wiſh'd, 
The ſnowy canvaſs ſwelling in the gale, _ 
Not far they ſeem'd beyond the Pentland frith. 


CATHERINE, 


Now I begin to gather life—thy words 
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Strike ſoft harmonious muſic through the ſoul. 
Like the young babe, ere it beholds the world, 
I faintly leap, tho? preſs'd on every fide. 


R EVN AL Do. 


How ſhall I tell the reſt? how can ſhe bear it? 
[techs 


CArHERINE. 


By why continue here? away I fly 
Faſt as my tott'ring limbs can bear me on, 
Spite of a father's rage, to meet my love, 
And die contented in his faithful arms. 


REYNALDo. 


Not yet, my ſiſter. Did I not conjure thee, 
To wait with patience, till I told it all: 
A time more private, yea; a fitter time, 
Ere long ſhall ſee thee with the man thou lov'ſt 
At preſent calm thyſelf within, and try 
If it be poſſible to force a ſmile : 


40 EDWIN axv CATHERINE. 


My father's mandate bids thee come before him, 
Deck d with thy wonted gaiety : My Lord 
Macdonald 13 his gueſt, Why doſt thou ftart ? 
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CATHERINE. 
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Oh my brother! my heart forbodes more woe, 
But let it come, it cannot me ſurprize, 
The ghaſtly ſiend is now familiar to me: 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and tell me all my fears! 
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RExYNAL DO. 


I wiſh I could, but O! we both are doom'd 
By Fate's decree, to ſhare a life of grief! | 
Long, long I with our ſire have ſu d in vain, 
Reaſon'd with warmth upon your Edwin's love, 
Told o'er his virtues ; virtues known to all, 
| Well known to him, had av'rice kept away. . - 
| Inflexible he ſeem'd, deaf to my words, 
Unpitying of my tears; he rag'd, he ſtorm'd, 
| Opprobious names he call'd us; when a youth 
Sent by Macdonald, in abruptly enter'd, 
Telling his maſter follow'd, a young fawn, 


EDWIN Ax D CATHERINE: a; 
Which was ſurpris'd alive, he ſaid he'd brought 
His maſter's proffer'd gift, and pledge of love, 

To you, my fiſter, which he means ere long 

To urge at full, 


CATHERINE, 


oo often urg'd already. 
- REYNALDO. 


Wealth makes him bold, thy father's approbation 


Doth make him free; and this I then could learn, 


A few days hence, my father means to force thee 
To wed this chief. He ſays thou'lt then be happy. 


CATHERINE: / 


For ever wretched rather. Oh! ſince he 
Deſign'd me miſerable, could he not 

Have choſe ſome eaſier, calmer ſtate of woe; 
And not have doom'd me to this hell of ſuff' rings; 
Where I muſt toſs for ever! O my heart! 

How does it throb with anguiſh ; all the ſtrings; 


D 
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And brittle fibres, are wrench'd from their beds ; | 4 
Death's icy hand were eaſe, were joy to this. 


Vows made in fight of heav'n ſhall they be broke ! 


REvYNALDO. 
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O huſh, my ſiſter, be again thyſelf, 
Hark! the leaves ruſtle, ſome are ſurely nigh : 
Look there—the boughs unfold Ha! *tis our fire 
Come to upbraid, and chide us for our ſtay.— 
With him Macdonald. 


CATHERINE. 


_ ———O Heav'ns— 
[ Faints upon the green bank, Reynaldo ſupporting her. 
M*Gzr «cor, running forward. 4 
What! where am I? ; 


My child—my child. | | 
EuPHRESIA, entering at the oppoſite fide of the ſcene. 
Juſt heav'ns preſerve my friend! 
[ Runs forward, and ſupports her. 


Fs 


e. 


F. 


* 
3 * - 
4 & 7 — 
1 3 3 2 s 
1 pd] N * 


EDWIN axp CATHERINE. 27 
MACDONALD. _ 


My hopes are fled. [4/ide.] She faints : my love. 
my love. 


REYNALDO-' 


Hold off—hold off! her eyes are clos'd in ſhades 
Of endleſs night—Theſe—theſe thy fruits, O blind! 
Mole-blinded, ſordid avarice. O baſe! 

O barb'rous, cruel ſire—Tyrannic Lord, 
A tyrant to thyſelf -a worm to gnaw 
The very plant thy tender care hath rear'd. 


MaAacDpoNaALD. 


Thou talks too faſt, young man; ſhc is not dead. 


Fly nimbly, page, procure aſſiſtance here; 


Her ſoul ſhan't fly, if gold can bring it back. 
REYNAI.DO. , 


Accurſed gold—of clay, tho* moſt eſteem'd, 


- Moſt hurtful—tho? reſplendent, moſt corrupt; 
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Tho? courted, vile; and tho! adored, mean; 0 
Author of miſchief, nurſe of groſſeſt crimes: 
What hath thy witching look, thy potent arm 
Not balefully atchiev'd; made ſeas to foam, 

Made cities ſwim, and rivers ſwell with blood; 


Hath ravag'd kingdoms, and laid nations waſte; 3 
Torn empires from their roots; and been the cauſe, _ 
The fatal cauſe, of all this ſcene of horror, . 
ö | ; 
M*GreGoR. ; 

j 


Peace, daring railer! learn what here becomes thee : 
thought thy virtues might have taught thee better. 


MAacDONALD. 


By this we know the depths of his regard ; ; 
Too noiſy far; it ſurely muſt be ſhallow. 


REvYNALDO. 


Words dipt in gall—Inſulting—Oh ! to touch 
Theſe tender ſtrings, my virtue, and affection; 
Harfhly to jar them with unſkillful hand: 
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Then ſay, they're out of tune. But, ha, ſhe ſtirs. 
Amazement! O ye pow'rs! inſpire my breaſt 
With love, with virtue, courage to defend her 
From all oppreſſive pow'r, till heaven thinks meet 
To call us hence 


M*<GREGOR. 


Ne'er mind the brawling boy. 
How fares my child ? No agſiuer. 


MAcDONALD. 


My lord, we'd beſt retire. 
We but diſturb her, ſoon ſhe ſhall be well. 


M*GxzEGOR. 


I think we had: her frighted ſun comes back, 
And peeps in bluſhes thro” the cloudy fabric; 


Anon ſhe'll be prepar'd to meet your love; 
Come, ſon, attend us? 
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REYNALDO. 


No, forgive me, father, 
A. ſecret monitor here bids me ſtay : 
I muſt not, cannot, will not, dare not leave her. 


M*GrEcGoR, 


Rebcllious boy, no more: this way, my lord. 
{ Exit M.GREGOR and Mc DON Alp. 


EUPHRESIA, 
How fares my Catherine ? 
CATHERINZ, 
Oh! *tis he! *tis he! 
We meet to part no more, but whence this palcncis ? 


Ha! wounds that ſtream with blood, ah me! O earth ! 
Poſt thou ſtill bear me, ev'ry thing's inverted. 


= 
* 
. o 
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EUPHRESIA. 


Her brain is giddy and diſturb'd with viſions. 


we 


CATHERINE. 


. 


Euphreſia, Oh !---why art thou here.— But ſay, 
Can this be earth - then do I live ? 


1 


— 
Wart 
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EUPHRESIA, 


O yes; 

And may you reliſh many a happy day: 

Life ſprings apparent in each purple vein, 

Glows on your cheeks, and brightens all your aſpect, 
Sits in your lucid eye, and drinks the day 

Again into your ſoul.--- 


CATHERINE, 


Alas! to what 
Am TI reſerv'd! More blots muſt ſtain life's page, 


4 Blots daub'd on blanks, muſt make a worſe than 
4 nothing; | 


Ye 
3 A — 
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And that is life. But where's that ſhadow hunter? 


REVNAL Do. | 
| =. 
Withdrawn, my love; he with his haughty 
gueſt, | 
In deep diſcourſe, now walks the ſlanting vale ; 
As you reviv'd they ſaid they would retire 
To let you muſter up your ſcatter'd ſpirits. 


CATHERINE, 


| Retir'd only to return more fierce : 

As mountain waves ſent from the ſtormy deep, 

Spent on the yielding ſand, recoil a little, 

Till bolder grown, again they heave their heads, 

Enwreath'd in foam, impell'd by the rough rage 

Of proud, compelling tempeſts, blindly driven, 

They ſeek with ſterner frown, the wave-drench'd 
beach, | 


And ſtrew with wrecks the loud reſounding ſhore ! 
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REVYNAL Do. 


But, on my life, while here, they never fram'd 
A word concerning love. 


EUPHRESIA., 


: — Concerning love! 
I know the ſtory and am deeply touch'd. 
| Theſe tears beſpeak a partner of your woes: 
Ihe womb of Time may yet bring forth a cure. 
Four Edwin lives, in triumph he returns, 
Well meriting the prize, the proffer'd gift, 
Made by our king, if he ſhould quell the Danes! 
A meſſenger but now hath brought the news 
Of ſucceſs, and the fleet's arrival; only 
Of him he knew not, but believ'd he ſtopt, 
Io view Pomona's iſle, his father's once; 
24 And his, ere long, our gracious king deligns it. 


1 CATHERINE. 


? Heav'n guard the warrior in the depth of danger, 
Protect his innocence from every blaſt, 
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Which Avarice, and Envy belch againſt him ! 

Ye guardian angels, on ſome ſilver cloud, 

Tipt with refulgent gold, deſcend, deſcend, 

To hover round his ſolitary ſteps, 

And whiſper peace and conſolation to him! 

q Make him your care! for, O tormenting doubts, 
| And coward fears diſtract me 


— 
— 

— — —— — — 
— —— ſ— — — — — — 


7 


EurHRESsIA. 
hy, my friend? 
| Cheer up and come away, you need repoſe, $ 
A providence there is who ſits enthron'd 4 


[ | He ſees oppreſſed innocence with pity, 

[| Yet calmly waits, prepares an awful hoard I 
Of plagues, and judgments fraught with horrid woe, 
| Then when the day of His great vengeance comes, 4 
| | He graſps the flaming bolt, and, like himſelf, 
Il. Hurls it with fury on the daring rebel. 

| Tho? wicked men awhile may boaſt their pow'r ; 2 
il In heav'n there reigns a righteous governor, 4 
ho can reſtrain, yea, ev'n o'erturn their might, 
Preſerve the innocent, reward th” upright. 

End of the ſecond Act. 


Above this world, he laughs at haughty mortals ; | 
þ 
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4 ACT Ui. 

SCENE, The river fide. 
Enter M*Grtcos. 


There's ſomething ſeated in the human breaſt 
> Which men call conſcience : What it is I know not, 
; Ambition, wealth, and martial fame have been 
= The only volumes I've perus'd; and they 
-> Have never taught me of it: But I find 
f It is ſome ſecret, ſubtle pow'r within, 

That riſes like the ghoſt of ev'ry action. 

Yet let the tim'rous, melancholy minds 

2 Afiict themſelves to pleaſe it; I'll go on 

1 In one inceſſant round of arduous deeds, 

2 Till vex'd, and wearied, it fink down to ſilence. 

1 MPonald ſecks my daughter, and to him 

3 I have betroth'd her. Now, ſhould he return 

Without the maid, his mighty ſoul would ſwell 
With hate, and pride indignant----all his clan, 

Like to himſelf, when heated by revenge, 

Are cruel, fierce, and crafty. I might ſoon | 

* Expect them pouring from their mountains, like 
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A band of hungry tygers. But ſhould he 

Enraptur'd lead away his willing prize, 

O! how I'd hug myſelf in wealth and pow'r - 
That would accrue to Gregor's name for ever. 

[_ Pauſing. 

That boy, whom long I've dandled on the knees 
Of warm indulgence, ruin'd hath my child! 

But now the peſt is gone, The fleet declares 

He left them, ſwell'd with arrogance, to view 

The Ifle renown'd by ſuch a hero's birth : 

But unacquainted with the fighting tides, 

His bark whirl'd round, and to their diſtant view 

He ſunk, and periſh'd in the boiling wave. 
No- could I raze his image from her breaſt, 

All would be well. But, ah! I'm thwarted ill. 

Euphreſia, Catherine's favourite, prime in council, 

Hates Lord Macdonald, and I know ſhe'll uſe 

Each argument to blaſt the Chieftain's fame. 

I would ſhe were annihilate; for, oh! To 

A ſomething more incenſes me againſt her ; 

er flatt' ry won my ſpouſe to ſuch a height, 

That when ſhe died, ſhe left her ſtore of gold, 

An annual hundred. Heav'ns! I ſhall be ruin'd! 
I ſhould Kill her, conſcience then ſhou'd rack me. 
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1 muſt try ſomething. O that it were done! 
As he goes off MAcDoONALD enters. 
MACDONALD, 


So, ſo—She ſwoon'd. O the deceit of women | 
This well-feign'd illneſs, ſurely proves a Rival. 
But I have power, and arts, ſhall gull them all. 

'2 This miſer's gold, and lands, ſhall ſoon be mine; 
1 So ſhall the frame, if not the mind of Catherine. 
But here's the Sire. To him J muſt deſſemble. 


Re-enter M GREGOR. 


Te ſought you, Sir, with news will glad your ear. 
I My daughter's well, and ſhortly hopes to ſee you. 


MACDONALD. 


1 The tale delights me more than breeze or ſtream 
WV Refreſh the weary hunter, faint, and ſcorch'd 


| I By Noon's too potent blaze; the hopes I have 


Of ſeeing her, the model of perfection. 
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The ſum, and center of my utmoſt wiſhes, 
Wakes every feeling to a feaſt of rapture, 
And paints a Heaven of happy joys before ms. 


M GREGOR. 


Thea be it fo, my lord: I too would wiſh it. 
Twould make this crazy fabric ſplit with joy, 
To ſee my eve of life ſo richly glorious. 3 
The ſun that lights this frame is far advanc'd, 
Is now declining, and muſt ſhortly fall; 
"I would make it ſmiling meet the cloud of death, 
And beam a ſatisfactory refulgence ; 3 
To think the tender plant, I left behind, 5 
| Had ſuch a warm, a noble ſun to nouriſh't. 


* * *% 
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|  MacDoNALD. 

| 

| How ſhall I ſpeak my gratitude; each word 1 
Were loſt in air, and only ſtain the theme. ; 

Let me be dumb, and in my looks pray read 

The title page of what is treaſur'd here. I 

| Long, long I've woo'd your Daughter, ſtill a coyneſs, 

| A deep-ferch'd figh—Sometimes a tricEling tear E- 

| ; 
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She ſtrove to hide, confirmed my belief, 
Of ſome more happy rival, far before me, 
Lodg'd deep in the receſſes of her heart. 


M GREGOR. 


Ha! there he tries me; but he muſt not know it. 
Aſide. 


MACDONALD. 


Her friend Euphreſia told me half my fears. 
Oft had ſhe heard her wiſh, with anxious pray'r, 
She were in ſome wild deſart void of all culture, 
Where never had been printed foot of man, 
By ſome lone rock, or ſtream, unknown to ſong, 
Where night owls ſcream their wild diſorder'd 
- -- "modes, 
To waſte her days in ſolitude and ſorrow. 


M GREGOR. 


Talk not of that, my lord: Her Virgin Bluſhes, 
At ſight of you, might riſe and ſtand collected. 
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Her baſhful, timorous youth; your graver years; 

The recollection of a life that's paſt, 

Where calm, ſmooth, harmleſs waves, delightful 
roll'd; | 

Together with the view you ſet before her, 

Of launching forth, on Wedlock's rougher ſea, 

Where keener cares, and trials, ſwell the billows, 

Might agitate her mind with fear, with hope, 

With love, anxiety, belief, miſtruſt. 

And theſe all blended, ſtriving each to conquer, 

Might, from the general uproar and commotion, 

Difcharge a ſigh, and even force a tear. f 


MACDONALD. 


Well, even ſuppoſing all you've ſaid were true, 
As nought doubt but youth has been poſſeſs'd 
With ſuch emotions; yes, ſuch feveriſh paſſions 
Have oft ſhot forceful through the tender heart. 
But then Euphreſia—ah! her words diſtract me. 
In them there's ſurely ſomething lurking—what ! 
That paragon, that praiſe of ev'ry tongue— 

To leave ſociety—forſake a Father 
Abandon all her hopes of youthful pleaſure, 


* 
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To the fell gnawing viper of deſpair! 
It is not nothing forces theſe reſolves, 


M GREGOR. 


Indeed, my lord, you make me ſmile: Euphreſia, 
What! credit her? I really thought you'd known her. 
I well remember what an active hand 
She play'd againſt you in Ballerma's caſe, 

What black, impoiſon'd arts, what deep deceits, 
What helliſh malice, and infernal methods 

She took to glut her curs'd, malicious pleaſure; 
And blaſt your faireſt hopes, juſt in the bloom; 
Believe it, fir, I fully am perſuaded, 

This poor inſinuating creature ſtirr'd 

Up all Ballerma's rage—yea, even was at 

The very bottom of the whole affair ; 

And through her means ſhe drank the fatal bow), 


— 


MAcDONALD: 


O horror l- horror! What a thought is this! 
| Ten thouſand furies kindle in my breaſt, 
> Like hungry vultures how they gnaw me here 
F 
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Each fiercer than another !—all menacing 

A double vengeance on this curſed wretch ! 

O! my Ballerma !—fondly did I love thee 

Until that ſtorm o'ertook me—(blaſt the thought _ 
Fermented as it ſeems by this baſe woman. 

But let the years that have already roll'd q 
Their weary round, drench'd with my falling tears, 
Suffice to weep her exit. Come then, Rage, | 
Aſſiſt me with thy darts Come, fell Revenge, 
Rice from thy gloomy cavern, and bring forth 
Thy blackeſt filth !—Thy deep, thy lurking wrath, 
Thy heat of ills—Thy complicated vengeance ! 
And, O diſcharge it on this ſmiling ſerpent ! 


M GREGOR. 
I fear I've gone too 2 —.— LAſſde. 


Not quite ſo hot, 
My lord: the 1 now are up in arms — 


When ungovern'd+-by reaſon, how they foam, 
And with tumultuous ſurges ſweep the ſoul 
Of every calmer virtue Tho' I hate her 
For many laudable, important reaſons ; N 
Tho' for that deed, ſhe, in the eye of juſtice, 4 
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Doth merit your ſwell'd rage; yet, my good lord, 
| I would not have the meddling world to ſay, ; 
My ſon-in-law ſo publicly deſtroy'd her, 

A way more private, yea, more ſafe, muſt do it. 


MAacDoNALD. 


How can you blame my paſſions—Every heart 
That knows the leaſt of feeling, may behold 
3 Me rack'd, and tortur'd, by a triple cord! 
A The recollection of the fair Ballerma, 
The horrid means by which you ſay I loſt her, 
And that ſame curſed means, the oppoſition 
Between your daughter, and my love—all theſe, 
Now ſtruggling, rend my very frame with grief, 
With hate, with love, and ſpreads a dreary waſte, 
An awful waſte of ruin through the ſoul. 


 M*<GrtcGoR. 


My lord is furious, ſuch a heat may lead him 
To deeds of deſperation O that Conſcience! 
| [ A/zac. 

What if ſhe now repent her former folly, 
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And no more meddle with your love affairs? 
MACDONALD. 


Tho' I am toſs'd with wild diſtracting paſſions, 
Yet let me never perpetrate a crime, 
Which my ſwell'd mind ſhall think beneath it—No : 
If ſhe don't embarraſs me, and {till try 
To fruſtrate my great hopes, and generous aims, 
This ſword ſhall ne'er be ſtain'd with ſuch vile blood ; 
But if ſhe does, ye powers! have mercy on 'er ! 
My rage ſhall break all bounds, and ſtain ev'n virtue, 


I 


M*<GREGOR., 


. 


I hope the beſt. I know your ſoul diſdains 
A thought that's mean 


Ma cDONALD. 


hut hear me, Lord M*Gregor ; 
Now when the angry ſtorms ſubſide a little, 


My thoughts ſuggeſt to me there is a rival : 


1 with I knew him.— - 
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M<GREGOR. 


— All is but ſuſpicion: 

Tou know that is no proof And if ſome ſwain, 
"i Incapable of love, has caught the heart 

f Of my poor child, yet ſure the name, Macdonald, 
f | Of lord Macdonald, would make him ſhiver, ſhrink, 
3 Yea, totter, tumble from his hopes, and periſh ! 
Before yon ſetting ſun three other times 

I Has run his race diurnal, I ſhall hope 

4 To ſee the full fruition of my wiſhes. 

1 ö But yonder walks the miſtreſs of your heart, 

1 A tranquil ſmile diffuſes through her face, 

4 There's hope in that ; mark what a gaiety 

4 Appears in every geſture : ſure ſhe brings, 

| ler heart, plac'd on her hand, to give it you. 

O the joys an old man feels to have 

lis mind fulfil'd! to fee a child's obedience ! 


Io know them happy, and behold them flouriſh : 


My heart anticipates ſuch rare delights, 

2 Makes youth rekindle, makes me quite forget 

2 Theſe hoary locks, and throw my years away. 
But ſee, behind yon tufted grove ſhe turns, 

4 And hither bends her quick'ned ſtep ; go meet her, 
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PlI now retire, my lord, and wiſh you ſucceſs. 
[ Exit M*GREGOR, 


+: MacDOxALD. 


Amen, Amen. 

Lie ſtill, my flutt'ring heart 
Away, ye freezing damps, that clog my ſpirits! 
Come, gentle love, in every winning form, 
Array me with thy ſoft reſiſtleſs charms. 
Let eloquence divine flow from my tongue, 
Perfume my breath with ev'ry morning ſweet, 
And let my kiſſes, fall like dew on roſes. 
Give me the depth of thy enchanting art, 
That I may gain this fair, this-haughty dame, 
That hath enthrall'd my ſoul—I muſt enjoy her. 
No rival cer ſhall triumph o'er Macdonald. 
O cruel jealouſy ! thrice barbed dart, 


How deeply doſt thou ſtab me—galling thought— 


Shall I a ſecond time be robb'd of honour, 
By unſubſtantial phantoms like the firſt ! 
No —not a mortal ever ſhall. —Tho' he 
Should be a ſecond Fingal, this bold arm, 
Aſſiſted by my faithful friend, this ſword, 
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Would at the hated fight—fly at his heart, 
R _ Andlike the lightning blaſt him to confuſion— 
But ſoft, ſhe comes—how unprepar'd to meet er. 


SCENE. 
Loop MacpoNALp meeting CATHERINE, 
Ma cDONALD. 


Your ſervant, madam—may I ſtand excus'd, 
For interrupting thus your muſing walk---. 


CATHERINE, 
O yes, my lord. The man my father makes 
1 His welcome gueſt, has ſurely right to rove, 


By grove, or ſtream of his where'er he will. 


 MacnponaLD- 


Thy words were ever kind Vour ſlave for 
ever, | 
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CATHERINE. 


A ſlave indeed drags out a wretched life, 
A ling'ring mis'ry, not ordain'd by Heaven, 
O then let me evade a thought ſo baſe! 


Ma cDONALD. 


A ſlavery conſtrain'd, I own is hard; 
But when *tis voluntary, O how pleaſing ! 


CATHERINE. 


_ Nay, view it as you will, it throws contempt 
On the Creator of both ſlave and maſter. 
I want none, Sir: I thank you for your offer. 


 MacDONALD» 


O then permit me, madam—while I joy 
With joy that's inexprefſible—to ſee 
You flouriſh yet again in health, and beauty; 
Permit me once, to call myſelf by that 


More ſoft, more tender, ſmooth, familiar name; 
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The name of a ſincere, unalter'd Lover. 
CATHERINE. 


3 Indeed, my lord, that name is rarely found 

4 In this degenerate world, this mixed ſtate, 
Where nothing but viciſſitudes await. 

ITis true, it may diſplay ſome power, 

| Barn operate with warm, yet quiv'ring feelings, 
But more advanced, grave, diſcerning age, 

4 Sees through the flutt'ring paſſion, and can never 
IF Once cheriſh free, diſintereſted love. 


MAcbDONALD«. 


J 'Tis true the heart of man is often ſet, 

In oppoſition to the will of Heav'n ; 

; 4 But 1 have none; you've ſtole it as it was. 
Mhen firſt I ſaw you, ſome reſiſtle s power 

= Flew like a comet through my trembling fabric, 
Through my bones, the marrow felt its force, 
My blood turn'd feveriſh, all my frame was ſhook, 
With ſuch an inward earthquake, that I thought 
My body would be ſhiver'd; ſoon the eſſence, 

4 G 
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The very eſſence of my heart flew to you, 
And left a blank behind! filled only up 


With an inceſſant flame of ſtrong deſires. [ 


With anxious thoughts, with longing inclinations ; 
With foft emotions, ſometimes young-eye'd Hope 
. Gleam'd through the gloom of the perplexing maze, ? 
Aided with wonder, mounted to my eyes, 4 
And bade them gaze on you—but ſoon pale Fear | 
Enſu'd, and left me quite a ſtranger to 
The balm of reſt. —Then tell me, beauteous maid, 
Can all this uproar ſpring from feigned love ? 


CATHERINE. 


If I might judge a man by what he ſays, 
Or by appearances, then I'd pronounce 
You quite a ſtranger in the ſchool of love ; 
Your flame you have endeavour'd to paint, 
Scarce burns at all, ſo hemmed in, ſo choak'd, 
With tainted, ſmoky, dark impure deſires. 
A true, ſincere, diſintereſted love, 
Spreads no ſuch havoc through the ſoul; its rays. ; 
Are of a heav'nly origin, ſent forth ; 
In emanations from the glorious Source, 
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To cheer a darken'd world: Its motions ail 


Are gentle, and unclouded, working up 
The feeling heart to generous deeds of virtue. 


 MacDoNaALD. 


What ſhall I fay to move thee—Witneſs, thou 
Bright ſun, that ſinks in yonder ruddy welt, 
How many times thou'ſt left me, dark, immers'd, 
In all the labyrinth of working love! 
Pale night, that ſoon ſhall ſhade yon caſtern ſky, 
Be thou my witneſs too: oft haſt thou ſeen 
Macdonald tofled on his couch, of reſt 
Deprived for this maid. Be witneſs, Heav'n ! 
That knows the thoughts ere they be form'd in 

words, | 

Did e'er that river, murm'ring o'er the ſands, 
Flow with more conſtant ſtream, than did my love, 
My ſcorned love, flow out to haughty Catherine. 


CATHERINE. 


O woman! woman! ah, how frail art thou, 
Oft haſt thou fallen a victim to the art 
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Of ſuch irreg lar ſpeeches unſearch'd out: 

Oft, when it was too late, thou to thy coſt 

Haſt found that all their languiſhing, their fighs, 
Their vows, their pray'rs, and oaths, were only like 
The painted colours in the watery bow, 

Or apples, nodding o cr the lake Aſphaltes. 

But now, Macdonald, trouble me no more : 

My heart is fix'd, unalterably ſix'd, 

Nor ſhalt thou ever raze it. Keep thy gold, 

Thy boaſted power and grandeur ; keep thy heart, 
Gixe it to ſome more eaſy fooled maid; 

For I difdain't. On ſecing thee at firſt, 

With ſeveral other incidents that ruſh'd 

Upon me fuddenly—my woman heart 

Sunk in me, and I ſwoon'd away—But now 

I am prepar'd for all thy guilful arts. 

A ſecret ſomething rouſes me to virtue, 

And dares the yery face of guilt to hurt me, 


MAacDoNALD. 
Ha! what! fo confident, ſo young, fo bold! 


*'Tis wondrous! yet little as thou think ſt 
i know of love, I ſee thy cunning here; 


0 
* 
- 
l 


2 Muſt reverence him. 
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Bee all the ſerpent in thee-=woman-like 


Thou deck'ſt thyſelf with fuch diſſembling art, 
As paſſes oft for virtue. But I ſee 
Through all that painted cloke I plainly find, 

That my ſuſpicions have been firmly grounded: 


Zome curſt, inſinuating rival has 4 


Stirr'd all this girliſh fury How I've lov'd 
My ſelf away into diſtraction vet, 


It ſeems ' tis all for nothing But, thou proud, 


Triumphing dame, remember now thy duty, - - 
Thy father gives thee to me —ſpite of all 
The world, and of thyfelf—Then ſureiy chou 


CATHERINE, 


I have—and ſurely will, 
As far as Heav'n, and my own conſcience bid. 
But any farther (mark me) would be — 5 

if I muſt fall a victim to the rage 

Ot diſappointed avarice, then, O! 


Hear me, Thou great Protector! to thy care 


[ rrult this lump of clay. Should I be forc'd 
To iave my father's houſe, tho' I ſhould roam 
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An unknown fugitive, exil'd from men, 
If Thou art with me, I ſhall ſtill be bleſt. 


MAcCDONAL D. 


. 5 . 
Talk not of that, my charming fair ! but hear me. 7 
CATHERINE. 


I'd talk with murm'ring ſtreams, with ſighing ales, | 
And echoing rocks, to far, far better purpoſe ; 
Than with a mean, inſulting wretch like thee : 3 
I'd ſee the Deity in all the former, $ 
While in the latter, nothing but the marks 4 
Of rankeſt guilt. . 


Macpor alp. 


——Nay, now thou art too rude, 
One ſweet embrace of love, you calld fo gentle, 
Will huſh all this—Come then, my witching angel. 
[ Offers io embrace her. 
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CATHERINE, 


Off—of! thou monſter—aſliſt me, heaven! 
Elſe 'm undone — thy vows are binding on me. 


MacDownaLD, Staggering backwards. 


Talk'ſt thou of vows ? of tortures rather—Oh ! 
My heart will burſt with rage, my blood inflam'd-- 
Quick ſay to whom, elſe I ſhall ſwear 'tis falſe. 


CATHERINE, 


What! for thy pleaſure kill the man 1 love! 
I might as well ſet the unthinking lamb 
Within the famiſh'd wolf's fell paw —tho' he 
Would frown thy. boaſted valour to confuſion ; 
- Yet ſure thy villany would ſtop at nought, 
No latent ſnare, nor trap, that hell could lay. 
Would rob him of his life ! No, thou vain boaſter, 
As ſoon thy rage ſhall rend yon lucid tky, 
As thou ſhalt tear his name from my weak breaſt. 
So do thy. worſt, a Pow'r there is who makes 
The hapleſs wretched his peculiar care. [Going of: 
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Macponart.n catching hold of her. S | 
Nay, ſince it is fo * 


CATHERINE, 


ff, infernal fiend | 


MaCcDboNALD. 


By all my fruſtrated hopes, thy oppoſition 
Whets every dart of love, ſtirs up deſire, 
Adds freſher fuel to the lames—unlike 
The love that languiſhes through eaſy conqueſt. 
In ſpite of fate, I'll quafl a ſea of pleaſure 
Pll quench my raging fever—tho? I loſe 
The trifle honour : let it go—my ſoul 
hall loſe itſelf in extacy of bliſs. 


CATHERINE. 


1[clp---Gracious Heaven! preſerve me from this 
madman! 
Rr VN. DO ruſhes iz, preſenting @ ſpear to MAcDo- 
8 „ e Ws . 
Hold l. --hold! inhuman raviſher !----forego 
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x Thy helpleſs prey---or elſe this quiv'ring ſword 
: ; Shall quench its thirſt in thy falſe boſom's blood 


M AacDoONALDs 


Confuſion !---Galling mockery ! am I brav'd 
By ſuch a ſtripling Boy 


CATHERINE; 


2 0 mercy, Heaven! 
hae not ſo raſh, Reynaldo. I conjure thee, 

2 By all my feelings now, to drop thy ſword, 

Il thou perſiſt, the iſſue muſt be death, 

Io one or both—O! let it ne'er be ſaid, 

A brother, or ev'n a Villain, dy'd for me. 


REYNALDO. 


Heav'n calls to me its inſtrument in this, 
To me it juſtly cries for double vengeance. 


H 
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MACDONALD. 


Hold, furious youth !.--thou know'ſt not where 4 

thou ſtand'ſt : J 

Like ſome weak Gypfie Child, thou brawl 2 
loud, | 7 

As thou could'ſt conquer men.---Pve ſuffer'd wa 

From thy unpoliſh'd tongue, thy fruitleſs ſcorn, 

Thy daring, low bred inſolence. But, what ! 

I'd forfeit honour, to engage with thee 

My blaſted fame would tell I ſlew a child, 

Elſe ſoon this ſword ſhould ſhiver thee to atoms. 


RryNALDO. 


Come, no evaſions of thy cowardice, 
Tho? I be young, and little ſkill'd in arms, 
Vat if thou art a man like what thou ſayeſt, 
I dare thee to the trial---Shameleſs wretch ! 
Thus to infult, a poor, weak, helpleſs Woman! 
I heard her fhrieking, and I came to fave 
Her from thy fell inhuman grip---No more. 


I came in perſon to prote the rights 
Of my dear friend, her love, the faithful Edwin! 
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Macon Arp. 


Ha !---Edwin, ſay'ſt thou? Plagues —perdition!— 
[ racks!— a 
What !—he? impoſſible! the orphan Boy !|— 

Is he my rival, he the curſed cauſe 

a Of all my diſappointment—all my woes ! 

3 Shall he enjoy my Catherine? Never never 
is falſe, Vile flave! thou ly'ſt.--.... 


CATHERINE, #0 REYNALDO. 


4 | Oh! torture,---torture ! 
> Tow could'ſt thou name him !---Oh he is undone, 


REVNALDO\, 


384 
&> 
95 


5 


No: truſt in Heav'n, my Siſter.---While I have 
One drop of blood remaining I'm his friend. 

2 [To MacDONALD, 
Ves, traitor! he's thy rival, I thy foe. 
One look of him, amid his blaze of virtues, 
Would flaſh intolerable light upon thee : 


WT 


Would dazzle thee to darkneſs, ſink thee down 
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To endleſs night, and everlaſting woe, 

With all thy greatneſs---all thy guilt about thee. 
But he's not here, behold me in his room, 
Tho! far inferior, yet thy opponent : 

I call to mind the ſtab thou gav'ſt my heart 
Not long ago- Thou told'ſt me my regard 

Was ſhallow to my ſiſter - And thou gav'ſt 

Me now the lie; a fling ſent fartber home; 
But this my injured honour ; theſe thy vile 
Opprobrious taunts, inflame me now to vengeance, © 
Have at thy life ; 


MacDoONALD. 


I ſhake with hot impatience ! 
Here's then to cruſh thee, miſcreant ! to a nothing! 
[ They engage. 


M*<GR&EG 0R, entering. 


What !---What's the matter? whence this hide- 
Qus uproar ? 
Hold, hold, raſh Boy ! it is thy fire commands thee, 
Nor dare to ftir---leſt I my years ſhould ſhame, 
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Leſt I ſhould ſtain my hoary head with murder. 
[ T hey drop their 2 
To MACDONALD. - 
Whence all this wrath, my lord? why do you gnaw 
Your quiy'ring lip? why do you look fo wildly ? 


CATHERINE, 


On me---on me--- O Father! be the wrong, 
l am the cauſe, ſole cauſe of all this woe: 
And had you not in this ſame criſis come, 
A dreadful carnage foon had ſtruck your ſight, 
Too ſhocking for humanity---the graſs | 
Had ſoon been dy'd with hot vermilion gore; 
= Theſe groves, ſo long thought ſacred, had become 
The haunt of frightful ſpectres, angry ſhades, 
Pale, ſtern, grim vifage ghoſts ; to ſweep along 
Ihe doleful gloom : Ah me! the cold ſweat breaks! 
\ O wretched Catherine ! Fate has carv'd thee out 
A life of rugged forraw---and, I fear, 
A ſudden, ſhameful, miſerable death. 
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M*GrEGOR, 


Hence with thy dark predictions, Child !...away.... | 
Thou clouds thyſelf with needleſs melancholy, 
Pm much miſtaken if my lord would ſtoop, 
To do a deed beneath him, un provok'd, 

By thy inſulting tongue. 


[To REVNALDo. 


REVNALDo. 


—Xiſtaken truly. 
Here I ſhall ſoon convince 


M*<GREGOR. 


Not, not a word. 
Thy face explains thy guilt. —— 


REVYNALDO. 


| | Fo Is juſtice then 
Not to be found on earth? Too true 1 ſind. 


Where ſhall it lodge, ſince in a father's breaſt 
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Towards an only ſon it finds no harbour. 
This way, my ſiſter. There's a Greater Judge, 
Ere long ſhall rectify miſdecds below. 


CATHERINE. 


Could I believe they thus were leagu'd together! 
Exit REYNALDo and CATHERINE. 


l M*Gztecor. 
| How am I torn with different pangs! My lord, 
* Your eyes like meteors glare, they roll, they flaſh, 


As if they'd quit their orbs: What is the cauſe? 


MacDONALD. : 


That Boy-—that Boy—that curs'd, that med- 
J dling Boy, 
4 Your daughter's obſtinacy to my love, 
Iheſe the provoking cauſe, theſe leagu'd in one, 
; Blew at both ſides, the fire of rage, till up; 
In ſpite of reaſon, burſt the flame, and held 

My honour, virtue, all myſelf a prey. 
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M*<GxEcoR., 


Indeed, my lord, I'm forc'd to ſay you're-raſh. 
Reynaldo muſt be tam'd. But be aflur'd 
Euphreſia ſtirs the heat ; oft has ſhe urg'd 


My daughter's ſcorn, by tales I ſwore were falſe, 
MacponaALD. 
O vengeance ! vengeance !=—— ( 


M GREGOR. 


—— Huſh ! here comes a man, 
He ſeems in haſte. 


Enter BxvyNa. 


BRVNA fo M GREGOR. 


—.— My lord, a meſſenger, 
Juſt from the king, demands your private ear. 
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M*<GREGOR. 


What! from the king ?------ 


BRYNA. 
—— — He is, my lord, — 
M*<Grnrcoor, 


rd old: wi 0 SA 'Tis ſirange! 
Well, go inform him, I ſhall ſoon attcnd, 


With duteous joy to hear my ſov'reign's will. 
[ Exit BRYNA. 
What may this mean ? I muſt away to know it. 
Now, my good lord, the ev'ning air is chill; 
Moiſt with the falling dews it bids you reſt. 
Let exil'd reaſon to her throne return, 
Jo diſſipate the ſullen ſhades that cloud, 
And preſs your drooping ſoul. Ihe power of ileep 
Will calm the turbulence of paſſions in you, 
Diſſuſe a tranquil ſweetneſs through your 
mind ; Ns 
Like waking morn, you ſhall ariſe reſin'd, 
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LulFd, charm'd, inſpir'd with ſweets where'er 
you rove, 


You'll be prepar'd with every art of love ; 
[ Ext. 


End of the third Act. 


Fr 
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7 A r IV. 


SCENE, De Garden belonging to Loxb M*Gxt- 


GOR'S houſe. 
Enter CATHERINE. 


The bluſhing morn is ſoon arriv'd ; *tis but 

A few blank dreams, and gloomy night's no more: 

Hail, lovely dawn ! hail, to thy train of ſweets ! 

Prom yon far diſtant, eaſtern verge thou gleam'ſt; 

F Soft breaking farther on the purple air! 4 
i 
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A milky float the ſtarry plains all Oer, 

3 Whole ſilver orbs have quite forgot to glow, 

8 Now, rivall'd by the approaching Lord of light. 
2 Ye walks, impearl'd with lucid globes of dew ; 
4 Ye flow'ry lawns, that to the gentle gale 

4 Aflford perfumes; ye wild ſurrounding woods, 
Dlade vocal by your warbling tenants, hail! 


Give me what vou aſſord to all around, 


. —— 
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One cheering ſmile to my benighted ſoul ! T0 
Such awful dreams I've had, that ſcarce your power, M. 
Or ſweetneſs, can efface them. O my Edwin ! p 


Euler EupHRESIA. 


Fuphreſia! why ſo early from thy couch ? 
Thou ſeem'ſt diſorder'd? Has thy reſt been good? 


1 

EUPHRESIA, 3 8 

11 II 

72 * 

Yes, madam, I have ſlept, but I've had dreams. 
CATHERINE. 1 

; 


What dreams? Euphreſia, tell me. I have dream'd, 
Perhaps they may be one, or near related. 


EurHRESIA. 


Methought upon a flow'ry bank we ſat, 
Wreathing freſh garlands, talking of your Edwin. 
The weſtern breezes, ruſtling through the leaves, 
The ſtreams, caſcades, the melody of birds, 


| Of faireſt roſes ; loos'ning from its folds, 
# Upſprung the reptile curs'd! I chanc'd to ſtoop, 
lt mis'd me: but on your fair ſnowy breaſt 


2 Sudden a radiant, godlike form appear'd; 
2 In one united blaze of glories clad. 
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2 Together with our ardent ſweet diſcourſe, 
Made us quite deaf to the fell hiſſing ſerpent, 


Which lay conceal'd behind me in a buſli 


r Ee Seed CATS TE 
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Fix'd its envenomed ſting. You ſhrieking fell. 
I ſaw it lat your boſom with its tail. 


— 


The ciammy poiſon, ſtreaming from the wound, 
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"Twas Edwin's; who with more than mortal pow'r 
You from (eſtruction ſav'd, and cruſh'd the viper. 
My fancy, ſtrain'd and agitated thus, 

Awoke me, whcre, with trembling dread, I lay 
Till in the eaſt the purple morn appcar'd, 


Then roſe to ſhake the image from my mind, 


£7; 
* 
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By taſting the freſh vernal air, and now 
You do behold me herc.-------- 


CATHERINE. 


FELINE All-knowing pow'r ! 
Who only fees and rules the varied ways 
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*. 


Cf dark unerring fate, to thee I leave 

The whole event, for now a gleam of hope 
Strikes from afar athwart the trackleſs gloom, 
And lifts my finking ſoul to truſt in thee, 


EUPHRESIA., 


There, there alone th” aſſlicted find repoſe. 
There Innocence, toſt in the ſtorms of life, 


May fix her anchor, and have nought to fear, 
But ſarc you ſaid you dream'd .- 


CATHERINE. . 


„ did, my friend, 
And ſhall reveal it to no car but thine. 
Toward the morning I believe it was, 
Imagination rear'd her fluggiſh head; 
Leap'd up, emerging from the dark profound, 
And led me to the lonely Northern cliff, 
That hangs, projecting o'er the angry ſurge, 
Its ſtubborn ſides beat with the hillow foam, 
fat me down upon the craggy beach, 


7 . 
Lo rutminate my hard, unkindly fate. 
* 
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Oft, oft I caſt an anxious, longing lo: 

O'er the broad occan for my lovely Edwin, 

And ſoon methought his bark appear'd, drove on 
By the carcering winds, and furious tide, 

With ſuch velocity, that foon, Ithought, 

It would be ſhiver'd *gainlt the rock I fat on. 
Tween fear and hope my flutt'ring heart was toſs'd 
As faſt as he: But ſoon his ſhattered ſail 

Swift run beneath the cliff, and ere I could 
Pronounce his name, a ſecret hand behind, 

1 Quick puſh'd me hcadlong o'er the precipice; 
When he whom then I thought beneath the wave, 


Spread wide his arms, and ſhielded me from danger, 


But cruel ſleep forſook me in that hour, 
When well I could have wiſh'd its power for ever. 


EUPHRES1.4. 
I think it nearly docs reſemble mine. 
But, ah! 'tis dark ſhrouded in my ttc gioom. 
O how I'm chill d with fear! ſome latent fog, 
Amid the thick condeniing darknets les, 


* 
* 


Waiting the time to tear his heipleſs prey, 
Tho? ſure they both portend a happy iſtue. 
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A quick, and final end of all our fears. 

Have you not ſhortly heard from him you love, 
For whom you live, in whom your life is treaſur'd, 
For whom you ſtand the howling blaſts of grief, 
For whom you brave a {ſtormy ſea of ſorrow ? 

I wonder at his ſtay : how could he do it ? 


CATHERINE, 


O touch not harſhly his beloved name 
I know he loves me as he loves his ſoul. 
In ſympathy to me, he pains himſelf 
Wah the acute, tormenting pangs of abſence; 
Thinking our meeting joys ſhall pay for all: 
Conſcious of my ſtern father's frowns he waits. 
O how the dear idea warms my breaſt ! 
By ſome rough rock. or poplar pale he leans, 
Revoiving many a tender thought of love; 
Waiting, I fay, mr anſwer to his letter, 
Winch I laſt evening did with joy receive. 


Eurugrsta. 


A letter, ſay you! O tranſporting news. 


- 
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1 feel your woes, I reliſh too your pleaſures, 
g. Deign, noble friend! to tell me the particulars, 


CATHERINE; 
To thec, Euphreſia, I'll unboſom all, 
My friend, my counſellor! to thee I have 


Entruſted much, nor ever found thee falſe. 
[ Feels for the letter: 


EUPHRESIA. 


Nor never ſhall. Even racks and tort'ring wheels 
Shall nc'er be able to extort it from me, 


CATHERINE, 
O foul miſchance ! I have it not 
EurnkkEsIA. 


Ha! loft! 


K 
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CATHERINE. 


It muſt be in my chamber! Stay, Euphreſia. 
[Runs off in haſte. 


EvUPHRESIA alone. 


When Fm diſtreſs'd, what then muſt Catherine 
feel? 

O adverſe fate! when wilt thou ceaſe to chaſe 
Unhappy mortals! O deluſive Pleaſure ! 

In gaudy painted robes, thou flutter'ſt near, F 
But when we graſp thee, we have leſs than nothing! | 
Like the wan, wint'ry ſun, mong driving clouds, 
Thou gleam'ſt a moment, but like him foretels 
The rattling ſtorms approaching—If this letter 
Be in Macdonald's hands, then, gracidus Heav'n! 
Preſerve from harm the poor devoted youth. 


Re-enter CATHERINE. 
'Tis gone! *tis gone! O thoughtlels, worthleſs 


Catharine ; 
Unworthy of a valiant Hexo's love! 


ge. 


1C 
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What haſt thou done to him, the flower of youths, 


The glory of an hoſt! the choice of men 
The brave, the gallant, generous, noble Edwin ! 
Given up his life: he is, he is betray'd! 

„ 


EUPHRESIA, 


Madam, I gueſs your fears: The chief has found it. 


Say, am I right 


r 
CATHERINE» 


— As yet I have not learn'd, 
But I believe it ſo. O much I fear 
The tyger has him now. Away, my friend, 
Swift as the arrow from the wieldy bow, 
To yon thick fatal grove, where I laſt night 
Had near been robb'd of honour, and a Brother. 


EURHRESIA. 


O what is this 1. 


- 2 1 
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CATHERINE» 


3 time admits not. Fly! 
Search every copſe. I think I dropt it there. 
If you don't find it, I'm compleatly wretched ! 


A flinty hearted fire commands my preſence. 
{ muſt away. 


EMPHRESIA. 


-----Truſt me, I'll die to ſerve you. 
[ Exit ſeverally. 


SCENE, A Grove. 
Ma cDonalD alone. 


How I'm tormented ; Love, hate, anguiſh, 
Wrath, 
Prey on my ſoul, as they would tear 't to pieces, 
No reſt I've had. Even roſy-colour'd Morn, 
That laviſhes abroad her balmy ſweets, 
Rolls only ſtronger floods of poiſon on me. 
Um ſcorn'd, I'm rivall'd, ſpurn'd, and diſappointed: 
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My heart's a ſtranger to the calm of virtue. 
Come then, infernal furies, fill my breaſt ! 
Clad in blew ſulphur, vomit ſtreams of ſire, 
To ſtrike the man who ſhall oppoſe Macdonald. 
1 muſt, I {hall enjoy this maid; if not, 
I'll feaſt myſelf with the rough joys of vengeance ! 
Could I but know the den of this fond rival, 
I'd trown him to deſtruftion.— What! a letter! 
What can it be? To Catherine—Thank my ſtars ; 
Perhaps from Edwin. Come, I ſoon ſhall ſee. 
| Breaks open the leiter. 

The {ame preſumptous varlet Now I have thee— 
© Pomona's Ile the lonely Hermit's hut.“ 
That place indeed well ſuits a ſculking thief. 

| Reads again. 
Such curſed ſtuff— What! this ?—To force her 

from me, | 

My lawful ſpouſe! my dear betrothed bride! 
Boaſt not ſo fait of power; for tho' thou {hould'it 
Be Lord of great Pomona's Ifle : Nay more, 
Tho' now thou wert Sov'reign of the maſſy globe, 
Thy throne amid the ſtars, 1'd tear thee down, 
And daſh the iparkling gems, and thee to rubbiſh. 


* 5 5 
Reads again. 
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cc But three days hence“ —Boaſter, I'll read no more: 1 


So thy proud heart ſhall be in pieces torn. 
[ Tears the letter, 
[Walking about in a diſordered manner, 
Who's yon that comes ſo faſt? Euphreſia ſurely. 
Let me now end that life which tortures mine. 
[ Looks about, 
But here's Reynaldo! Curſe my frowning ſtars ! 
Beneath this leafy copſe I'll he conceal'd 
To hear what paſſes. 


Enter REYNALDO, and EUPHRESIA meeting. 
REYNALDO. 
------- Why this haſte, my love) 
EUPHRESIA. 


The letter! O the letter! ſent from Edwin, 


Catherine has dropt it. Mercy, Heaven! What? 


| this ? 
So torn in pieces 
[ Takes up one of the pieces. 
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Ah! 'tis Edwin's name. 


Our fears were juſt : Macdonald has been here. 
Poor youth, thy life's at ſtake! we all are ruin'd ! 


REYNALDO. 


The wretch has not been ſeen by me to-day, 
But while this arm can wield a truſty blade, 
My ſiſter ne'er ſhall come beneath his roof. 

A higher power ſhall ſill take care of Edwin. 


EUPHRESIA, 


My ſtrength is ſmall, but women have their arts. 
Believe me, not a {ſcheme ſhall be untry'd | 
To fruſtrate this vile monſter's black deſign. 

I never loved him, but now hate him more 

Than all the race of men. Forgive me, Heaven | 
Laſt eve this grove beheld a diſmal ſcene, 

He the ſole cauſe of all: But ſay how was it? 


a 


REYNALDO, 


Of that hercafter : that would ſhock thine ear 
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To hear it now! l have a ſofter tale. 
Pardon my fondneſs, O forgive my love! 
At ſight of thee it breaks the gloom of woe,” 


Drives back the clouds, and glows with lucid bright- 


neſs ! | 
All Nature, ſmiling round, invites to love. 
May we, in ſwect diſcourſe, not ſpend one hour ; 
Renew the tender flame within thy breaſt, | 
And ſix the day, the glorious, wiſh'd-for day, 
When poor Reynaldo ſhall be fully happy ? 


EUPHRE SIA; 


Thou know'ſt my heart: but, O how can'ſt thou , 


urge 
A thought of love, when love is ſuff'ring round us! 
And ſhould thy fire once know, his rage would riſe, 
And to the ſavage world drive out Euphreſia, 
An outcaſt, helpleſs, poor, unpitied orphan. 


REYNALDO. 


My ſice's domain, ſo fair, and vaſtly wide, 
Got half its glory by his ſpouſe that bore me. 
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A plentiful eſtate as mine I claim. 

She with her dying breath bequeath'd it to me, 

So let a father murmur, frown, and rage, 

Be thou but mine, and from his power dread na- 
thing. | 


EUPHRESIA.. 


Soon as the ev'ning mantles o'er the ſky, 
In this ſame bower I'll meet thee! Now I mult 
Away to ſoothe my friend, thy ſiſter's grief. 


REYNALDO. 


My heart exults with joy! thy kindneſs arms 
Me with new ſtrength, fhall brave a world of ter- 
rors : 
Lead on, let me aſſiſt thy generous purpoſe, 
To raiſe a ſinking maid, and fave a lover. 
Exit REvNALDo and F,UPHRESIA, 


MacpownaALD, riſing and coming forward. 


With what philoſophy I've mann'd myſelf! 
J. h 
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They ſay Pm furious: But let Heav'n point out, 
Beneath her azure cope, a ſingle man, 


Who could have heard} what I have, and been 
ſilent. 


But now I know it all. Unthinking creatures ! 

Tho” you, your ſchemes, your arts, and pow'r be 
plac'd 

As barriers in my way, they only are 

As flender cobwebs to the great Macdonald. 

His ſingle nod ſhall to earth's centre ſink them. 

Some hungry, grim, voracious demon, {kill'd 

In blackeſt arts, ariſe, bring to my brain 

Your beſt inventions, red with flaming terror ! 

This night! this coming night! ſuch ſcenes ſhall ſee 

As ſhall make Nature ſhudder, ſtop her courſe, 

The ſtars grow pale and ſtare at one another ! 

Let me not loſe a moment. Firſt, the rival 

Shall feel my pow'r.— 


[ Exit. 
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SCENE, The Hall. 
M<G xrEGOR alone. 


What ſhall J make of this? 

How am I troubled with conflicting paſſions ? 

Is Edwin grown the Lord of great Pomona ? 

It ſeems tis true, our king deſigns't. Alas! 

How was I blinded, to betrothe my child 

To one ſhe did not love, hile here's a match, 

Of her own chuſing, that now ſeems ſuperior ! 

But, oh! 'tis paſt; tis over; ſeal'd and done; 

How weak is human foreſight! I in heat 

Have {wore by the great Ruler of the ſky, 

That to his lofty towers, the chief ſhall bear her. 

[ paring. 

Come, fince it is fo, I can ſoar above it : 

Arabition ſees freſh glories riſe. This king, 

This ſtripling king of ours, I do not like him. 

My lord and J are head of different clans ; 

Theſe, join'd in one, ſhall force him from his 

throne, 
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And to myſelf reſtore a glorious crown, 

That once encircled the majeſtic heads 

Of my forefathers. How the thought delights me! 
The generous man has often ſaid he'd help me 

To gain my right, if I'd but give him Catherine. 
Well he ſhall have er. O! could I but live 

To ſee myſelf thus rais'd, then Pd die happy! 

The world could ſay M*Gregor was a King. 

But here he comes 


Enter MACDONALD» 


Good-morrow to your lordſhip, 
You look more gay than when I ſaw you laſt. 
Have your from Catherine ſtole a balmy kiſs ? 
Has ſhe, like wax before the fire, diſſolv'd 
Within your ſoft embrace this morning? 


MacDONALD. 


Ah! 
Were't ſo, then I would be bleſs'd! but ſure you 
know 


It is quite contrary ; how can you jeer me. 


[ 


4 


EDWIN and CATHERINE. 58 
M GREGOR. 


I never meant it. Sure my daughter loves you; 
She only wants to try her maiden power. 
Pve heard her chide Euphreſia, yea her brother, 
For ſpeaking lightly of you, and declare 
You were a man, free, generous, and deſerving. 


MACDONALD. 


My warthy lord, I've wno got much to tell you; 
Important ſubjects, that concern your welfare ; 
They'll raiſe your wonder, and perhaps your wrath. 


M<GRrEGOR. 


I want your counſel and aſſiſtance too, 
In an affair of as great weight and moment. 
We'll leave my Daughter to her meditation, 
To think on what I've told her; and, as ſoon 
As time permits, we ſhall reſume the ſubject, 


[ Excunt. 


- 
- - 3 . — _ . 
- 
- P A 0 — -q 
n . 7 * 5 LM 
> T W * . * — 
— —— — —— — . - - - 


- 3 
nh i 


[ 


1 
4 
J 
{ 


' 
| 
1 
; 


— 


96 EDWIN AD CATHERINE. 


TheSCENE changes to a Cliff on the Shore of Po. 
mona, diſcovering Edwin ſeatcd upon it, «who Sings 


Ye powers, who o'er theſe waves preſide; 


Aſſwage their diſmal roar, 
And poor bewilder'd Edwin guide 
Safe to the wiſh'd-for ſhore : 
Fatigu'd with danger, toils unkind, 
That flock in war's alarms; 
There let me ſweet compoſure find 
In Catherine's ſnowy arms. 


1 know ſhe ſits; with anxious care, 
And wiſhing waits for me: 

Then, O kind heav'n ! ſmile on the fair, 
And let her happy be: 

Ye tempeſts, huſh ; ye ſeas, be calm, 
My terrors to remove, 

Ye breezes; breathe your ſweeteſt balm, 
To waft me to my love. 


ike haughty foe Pve quell'd; but yet 
To me what is renown ? 

I want my Catherine to complete, 
And all life's bleſſings crown. 


Gr 
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” & Give miſers gold, to fools give fame, 
To monarchs worlds in ſtore ; 

Give me the lovely, virtuous dame, 
And I deſire no more. 


[Riſes and ſpeaks. | 


Rich is the muſie that refines the ſopl; 
That elevates the mind, and warms the heart 
With the ſweet feelings of true love, and virtue! 4 
Ye gentle ſpirits, that hover round the juſt, 1 
That guide their wand'ring ſteps acroſs the waſte 1 
Of a dark, howling, thorny, rugged world, 
Deign to direct my youthful, erring heart 
Let it not murmur at the ways of fate, il 
Nor be jmpatient at my preſent lot! 1 
While abſent from my deareſt love I roam | 1 
Along theſe dreary ſhores, may I not want q 
The pure, unblemiſh'd joys, that folitude 
Beſtows profuſely on the thinking heart ! 

Yon tow'rs that now in mould'ring heaps, lie pil'd 
A maſs of ruin, once contain'd my brave, 
My virtuous, heav'nly-minded fire; who oft, 
As I've been told, (for, oh! I never ſaw him!) 
Retir'd to this ſequeſter'd, wave-worn cliff, 
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And held delightful intercourſe with heav'n. 
Methinks I ſee the fage's boſom {well, 
Fir'd into ardour by the humming ſound 
Of quivering leaves, join'd by the diſmal daſh 
Of theſe rough, roaring waves that guſhing fall, 
With keen velocity among the rocks, 
Making that ravag'd wood re-echo far : 
In the rapidity of contemplation, 
I think i ſee his mounting ſoul ariſe, 
On Hope's bright pinions, fledg'd with every virtue, 
Above this grovelling world, with all its groſs, 5 
Vile, ſublunary objects, to yon heights 
Of pureſt azure, where the happy dwell. 

O could I imitate the ſteps he trode, 
I'd walk this vale of woe with eaſe, and ſmile 
At the drawn dagger of devouring death ! 

O Catherine! Catherine! were l bleſt with thee, 
Thy beaming virtues too would kindle mine; 
Keep them awake, and active, mid the croud 
Of gay Profperity's deluſive charms, 

Or in the ſtorms of dark Adverſity, 
When almoſt faint, one ſpark of thine would rouſe 
Ihem to light, liberty, and heav'nly boldneſs! 
Through life's wild maze we'd lean on one another, 
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Like wedded myrtles, *mid the joyleſs waſte. 


But ah! that's doubtful! True, thy father ſaid, 
Thou ſhould'ſt be mine if 1 return'd a victor ; 
But then ſuch angry frowns did knit his brows, 
Llik'd them not, tho? then 1 held my tongue. 

I long to know how things are order*d now. 
Catherine, by this time I did hope to hear 
The breathings of thy heart upon the ſubject. 
But oh! perhaps—Huſh ! here's the holy ſage! 
To him PII open all, and beg his counſel. 


HerxmiT advancing from his Cave. 


Hail, gentle youth! thou ſeem'ſt oppreſs'd with 
care; 

Some melancholy broods upon thy mind; 
Pve mark d thy geſtures; ſeen thee lift thine eyes 
To heaven, then bend them o'cr the raging deep, 
Then fix them on the ground. Tell me, fair youth, 
What are thy troubles? I myſelf to woe 
Have been no ſtranger. My experienc'd age 
May give thee ſome advice; perhaps ſome eaſe. 


M 
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EDWIN. 


Yes, rev'rend hermit! thou haſt judg'd aright, 
have my ſorrows, this thou ſoon ſhalt know: 
But firſt be pleas'd to tell, what brought thee here? 
What mighty ill has made thee leave the world, 
And take up thy abode in this drear cavern ? 


HERMIT. 


Alas, my ſon! the thought renews my grief. 
To mortal ear my tale has ne'er been told; 
But as I have not long to live; as thou 
May'ſt reap advantage by it, I'll be plain. 

A working in my breaſt doth urge me to it. 
Forgive, it while I ſpeak my words be chok'd . 
With deep. fetch'd ſighs, or drown'd in floods off, 

tears. ' 


EDwiIN. 


Yes, venerable man : my own ſhall join them. 


2 
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HeERMIT. 


This ſpacious Ifland, once, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Acknowledg'd me its lord. Yon ruin'd towers, 
Which thou ſee'ſt nodding o'er yon diſtant ſtream, 
Once my fair manſion was,—In them I flouriſh'd, 
Bleſs'd with a virtuous ſpouſe, and one dear fon ! 
The boy, ſoon burning for the battle, left me, 

And went I knew not where. Then Malcolm did, 
With his extortions, cruel and notorious, 
Oppreſs a loyal people, I was forc'd 


Io leave this Ille, then forfeited, and roam 


A nameleſs ſtranger in a foreign land! 
But why, in lenity to my pain'd heart, 
Do !] paſs o'er my woes? Before left | 
This Ille, my arms receiv'd a helpleſs pair, 
A Girl and Boy: the Earth's cold bed their Mo- 
ther. 
left the infant orphans to the care, 
And kind protection of a Scottiſh chief, 
But frowning fortune ſent me notice ſoon, 
That with the boat they peritia'd in the paſſage, 
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Myſterious Heav'n! what ſtrange event is this. 


[ A/ide, 


HERrmtiT. 


Unhappy fire! On Erin's fartheſt ſhore 
I liv'd, and fortune ſmil'd again upon me. 
Content I'd been, had the invading crew, 
Which vex'd that country then, not found me out; i 
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And kept me till in fear. One day a band 

Of theſe rude foes ruſh'd ſuddenly upon me, 

And ſoon had ſack'd my little home, had not 

Th' approaching warriors, from the neighbouring 
plain, 


Frighted them off —How ſhall I tell the reſt ? 
EDwWIN. 


Oo on, gon; my flutt'ring heart leaps in me. 
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HeERMIT. 


As wrapt in thought 1 ſat below a pine, 
. The riſing moon pale-glimm'ring through the 
trees, | 
Diſcover'd to my vew a luſty foe, 
Chief of the ruffian band his habit mark'd 'im. | J 
With haſty ſtep he ſought my door. I thought x 
Then was the time to free the helpleſs hinds, | 
And me, from ſuch a baſe infamous robber, 
t; Who then deſign'd to plunder my abode. f 
I roſe, I flew, inflam'd with rage, and ſtabb'd im. | 
But, ah! he was my ſon! my dear firſt-born! i 
Who with his dying breath declar'd that he, 1 
Amongſt the other warriors vanquiſh'd all | 
The ravagers, himſelf had lain their chief; [ 
And as a trophy bore his arms, and garb 
Unto the camp. - But having heard of me, 
He judg'd, believ'd, I was his fire, and came 
To pay his duty, and to crave my bleſſing. 
But heav'n deny'd it ! what pangs I felt: 
I wiſh'd for death, but yet thou ſeeſt I live. 
Quite weary of the world, I ſought this cave; 
Well known tc me before; and here Pve liv'd, 
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Unknown to any, all believ'd me dead. 
To the tumultuous ſurges of the main 
I've oft complain'd ; compar'd with them my fate : 
Such floods of gricf have overwhelm'd my head, 1 
And daſh'd me down, no more with joy to riſe. 
Sighs, tears, and ſolitude, with every woe, 

That ſour the life of man, imbitter mine. 
While I can draw one breath, I here will mourn, 
And with compunction wring my tortur'd ſou], : 


EDwiN. 


'Thou wond'rous man ! was ever tale like this ! 
My heart with agitation throbs, and leaps, 
Anxious to know thy childrens names and thine ; 


Forgive my importunity.— 
HERIII T. 


For me, 

I'm now a nameleſs wretch! Amaſa was 

The lovely youth I flew ! Euphreſia, Edwin, 
Are the {weet babes now craddl'd in the deep. 
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M No : let thine aged eyes be now convinc'd 
That they both live! my Father! O my Father! 


HERMIT. 


Juſt heav'n! where am 1? it is all a dream! 
Sure none by this endearing name can call me? 


EDWIN. 


Yes; recognize me! I'm that ſhipwreck'd infant ; 3 
Euphreſia's brother, your tranſported Edwin. 


- 
———— * 
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My ſon! my ſon! thy arm. Support me— Oh! 
Epwix. 


O'erpower'd by extacy, how frail is man! 
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HERMITr. 


The joy breaks in with ſuch a torrent on me, 
As quite o'ercomes my heart. This crazy veſſel, 
So long unus'd, will fplit, and fall in pieces. 
Here let me preſs thee to my ardent breaſt ! g 
Fruit of my loins, my new. born ſon! my Edwin 
Like the mild ſtar of eve, thou com'ſt to light 
My tott'ring footſteps to the houſe of filence ! 

Now I could cloſe my weary eyes in peace. 


CF EY © a 


EDwiN. 


Do I for the firft time behold a parent, 

Whom long I've mourn'd, in every ſilent grove ? 

I do! Ido! O cxquilite delight! 

What ſoft, what ſweet effuſions do I find 

Stream thro* my bounding heart! What rapt'rous 
8 

Now fills my ſoul, like a deep inundation! 

That head now cover'd with becoming ſnow, 

Which many a blaſt has brav'd,.ſo fraught with 
knowledge; 
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That heart, which long has ſigh'd; ſo ſtor'd with 
wiſdom, 

Shall ſow in my young breaſt the ſeeds of virtue, 

Shall guide my pliant heart, from all the ſtorms; 


And turbulence of paſſions: Make the pow'rs, 


The noble inclinations of the ſoul, 
Bring forth the genuine fruits of piety, 
And point my way to happineſs, and Heav'n. 


Hermit. 
And do I live to ſee a blooming ſon, 


Whoſe duſt I thought was ſcatter'd through the 
globe ? 


Ido! I do! O happy, happy hour: 


This pays me all! Thy frame now grown to man- 
hood, EDS 1 

Shall be the ſtaff of my declining years, 

The kind ſupport of my enfeebl'd age, 

The comfort of my lateſt breath; and when 

Pale death ſhall ſeal my ſenſes, thou, my fon, 

Shalt lay me gently in the grave I've digg'd,. 


And o'er my breathleſs duſt let fall a tear. 


But ſay, where is thy ſiſter? ſhall I not 


N 
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Behold her too, and be compleatly happy? 
Epwix. 


Yeur friend, our ſecond Father, Lord M. Gregor, 
Has nurs'd us both, and ſtill protects Euphreſia. 


Hermit. 


Kind Heav'n be prais'd the man with whom I 
left you, 

The brave companion of my younger years, 
With whom in war's diſcipline I was train'd, 
To bear the truſty bow, and laden quiver, 
The poliſh'd lance, and lunar looking ſhield ; 
Our hearts then beating high for martial glory— 
(Oft, fide by fide, we've hew'd ourſelves a paſſage 
Through cloſe wedg'd ranks, an hoſt of ſavage foes) 
And has he done all this! has he rever'd 
My memory ſo much? I'm fatisfy'd. 
This kind humanity, this rich example 
Of true beneficence, th* Almighty ces, 
And ſhall reward abundantly hereafter. 
But does his ſpouſe, my couſin, live? 


- 


or, 


) 


EDwiN. 


She lives, 
And flouriſheth in happier Regions, far 
Above the vexing cares of mortal life. 


HERMIT. 


'Tis Heav'n's high will, how glorious is death !- 


How ſweet, how lovely the Deſpotic King, 
To one who lives, and dies inrob'd in virtue! 

' Now, Edwin, I've one queſtion only : tell 
Thy aged father what has brought thee here, 
So penſively to roam on this wild beach ?- 


EDWIN-s 


The ſtory of my life, ſince I remember, 
PI count my duty to relate unto you, 
At ev'ning in your cave: at preſent this, 
Forgive my youth, I deeply am in love. 
Catherine, M*Gregor's daughter, is the object. 
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HERmMIT. 

Ha! deep in love! I fear as deep in ruin. 
Epwin. 


Our hearts were join'd before we ſaw the world. 
Her age was mine. In early infancy 
We ſmil'd, we leap'd, were pleas'd with one a- 
nother. | 
In childhood we did liſp, did prattle, talk, 
And ignorantly nurs'd a growing flame. 
As we advanc'd in years we grew 1n love, 
Long to her fire unknown. Often we met 
By lonely ſtreams, in glens and ſhady bow'rs ; 
Till on a mild but luckleſs ev'ning, when 
Beneath the ſtately ſpreading oak we ſat, 
And poured out our ſouls to one another 
In ardent love and innocent diſcourſe, 
He overheard it all: his fury roſe, 
We heard him ſtamp the ground, and through the 
pines | 
Go mutt'ring wildly off. —T heard his wrath 


Gainſt me was not appeas'd. One day he call'd me, 
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And through the gloom, he could not hide, declar'd 
He'd give me public honours, fend me out 
Head of the fleet, choſe to oppoſe the Danes: 
Adding, that if I could myſelf diſtinguiſh, 
By noble. feats of arms, and quell the foe, 
I had a title to my father's lands, 
And ſhould, at my return, receive his daughter. 
To Catherine I communicated all. 
. But, O what anguith tore her bleeding heart ! 
She ſigh'd, ſhe wept, my tears profuſely flow'd, 
And ſwell'd the briny ſtream. I ſpeechleſs ſtood, 
And many a knawing, killing pang I felt; | 
Thought parting was a thouſand, thouſand deaths! 
But promiſing a quick return, I ſooth'd 
With many a kindly word the ſinking fair: 
Beneath the aforeſaid oak again we vow'd, 
This ring the pledge. Then to Reynaldo's care, 
Her brother, my unalter'd friend, I left her, 
And fail'd againſt the foe. The God of war 
Propitioully ſmil'd on us, and we conquer'd. 
But yeſterday the fleet return'd in triumph, 
To the lone maid I with a choſen friend ” 
; Sent privately a letter; to this ille 
e, I ſteer'd my courſe; and here delign'd to ſtay 


1 
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Till I receiv'd her ſatisfying anſwer. 


Hermit. 


What ſhall I think, or ſay, or how direct thee. 
My friend but juſtly diſapprov'd thy love. 
Thou waſt an orphan. Thou ſhould'ſt have confin'd 
Thy views, and aims as ſuch. But Providence 
Seems now to ſmile upon thee, and to raiſe 
Thy fortune to thy birth. Return Him thanks, 
And be not over anxious, too ambitious, 

Nor ſwelPd with arrogance ; *tis Virtue only 
That conſtitutes the hero, and the man. 


EDWIN. 


I ſhall endeavour, while I live on earth, 
Your life, and words, ſhall till be preſent with me. 


Hermit. 


FJ 


When death has laid me low beneath a turf, 
And thou in affluence fitr'it in yon high tow'rs, 
At early dawn, and falling eve, O come, 
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Survey my cave, and tomb; then caſt a loo 
Back o' er the ſev'ral ſtages of my life, 

And it will learn thee to deſpiſe the world. 

But now, while I beneath yon weſtern cliff 

Do wander forth, go thou unto the cave, 

There, hanging on the wall, thou'lt find my ſword, 
Stain'd with thy brother's blood ! daily I've bath'd 
It with my tears. To thee I now bequeath it; 
'Tis all the portion I have left to give thee; 

But it is more than gold; its glance will teach 
Thee patience, courage, and humility. 

[Exit ſeverally. 


SCENE, The other fide of the Cliff. 


HERmiIT /olus, 


Here, on this well known rock Þ ll fit me down, 
And ponder o'er the ſtrange events of fate. 

An d has my ſon, my long loſt boy, atchiey'd 
Such glorious deeds ? on Fame's triumphant car, 
My line I thought extinct, ſhall yer ariſe, 
| And blaze the dreaded glory of the North! 
hat arm, how nerveleſs now! which once aſſail'd 


* — 
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United forces. Oft, at early dawn, 
On yon grove-ſpotted, winding vale, I've rous'd 
The branchy headed ſtag, and chac'd as oft, 
With youthful vigour, the fierce mountain boar. 
But now, by Miſery's unrelenting hand, 
Im brought to ſeek a ſilent grave to hide me. 
That mountain, dark with woods, and thick with 
rocks, 
Repleniſh'd with the ſhades of Albion's ſons, 
Untimely lain, calls mine to join the throng. 
Replete with wounds, I've ſeen the ſpirits ſtalk, 
Have heard them how!l in every lonely cave, 
And tell cach other, with an awful grin, 
That ſoon the ghoſt of him who flew his ſon, 
3hould join the concert of their diſmal yells. 
My crime is great! a huge enormous load! 
But, O! is there not mercy ſmiling down 
On deep contrition, and beholding mine ? 
[ Pauſing. 

O Edwin! O my ſon ! thou tarry'ſt long; 
What can detain thee ?—Ha! what noiſe is that, 

A noiſe behind the ſcene. 
Which rends mine ear, and ſtrikes my ſinking heart! 
Os UA cry heard diſtinctly. 


ith 


g. 
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Another cry—"'Tis Death! Aſſaſſination! 


Father of life! protect my child—my Edwin! 
EDwIx behind the ſcenes. 
So periſh every ſuch perfidious traitor. 


IIERMIT riſing. 


7 What do I hear! O Heav'ns! whoſe voice is this ! 


Epwin entering. 


'Tis Edwin's! who, without this truſty blade, 
Had never, never more pronounc'd thee father, 


HERM IT. 


Eaſe my diſtracted heart, and tell, O tell 
What dire alarm o'ertook thee !— 


EDWIN. 


— Ah! my ſire 
0 
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The azure {ky of ev'ry proſpect lowrs 

With dark tremendous clouds, ſurcharg'd with 
ſtorms; 

With magazines of tempeſts long fermented ; 

And now they do begin to burit, and fall 

In awful torrents on my helpleſs head. 


Hermit. 
What means my ſon Ha, thou art wounded !— 


EDwin. 


— No, 
'Tis but a ſmall, flight ſcratch, that cannot hurt me. 
One peal of thunder's paſt, one horrid ſheet 

Of triple forked light'ning now has broke 

On me with only ſingeing that a little. 

But, ah! alas! my love! my life! my Catherine! 
What muſt ſhe undergo, when cloſe confin'd 


Within the forge where all theſe bolts are kin- 
dling ? 
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HERMIT. 


Be more explicit, I conjure thee, Edwin. 
E DwiN. 


As I returning croſs'd your threſhold, quick 
As famiſh'd lions leap upon their prey, 
Three ruffian villains, from behind the rock, 
Armed with gleaming blades, ruſh'd in upon me: 
But where there's guilt, there never can be courage. 
* Your {word was in my hand, I proved its pow'r, 
And quickly laid their baughty leader low. 
The other two both wounded, yelling fled, 
The wretch that quiv'ring welter' d in his gore, 
With faultering tongue reveal'd'the whole unto me, 
A ſtory black as e' er diſgrac'd the lip 
Of human creature, this the purport of it: 
By Lord Macdonald brib'd, they ſought my liſe, 
Who in my abſence had uſurp'd my right, 
Seduc'd M- Gregor to give up his daughter, 
To him the worſt of men tho' Catherine {till 
Abhors him with the utmoſt deteſtation. 
Vet, ſpite of all her tears, th' unfeeling monſter, 
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To- morrow's dawn deſigns to bear her off: 
But ſhall not, while one vital breath I draw. 


Hermwir. 


Stupendous horror! theſe th' effects of love. 
O love! thou tender, but deluſive word! 
Deceitful miſtreſs! when we fondly doat, 
Thou doſt a ſweet, yet killing draught prepare, 
And lulls us to perdition in thy arms. 
Thou now, my ſon, art fallen into the ſnare, 
Art meanly, baſely, miſerably ruin'd. 
Have I then liv'd to this! only to ſee 
My long loſt ſon, that I might die more wretched ? 
O vain, vain world! vile life, of thee 'm ſick! 
O death! when wilt thou caſe me of the burden? 


EDwiN. 


O father! talk not ſo, theſe words do pierce 
My heart more deep than twice ten thouſand arrows, 
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HERMIT. 


What ſhall I fay ? I'll bid thee give up love, 
And rouſe a nobler flame within thy breaſt: 
Such an effeminacy, ſinks the man, 

Beclouds the warrior, and ſhames the hero, 
Think on thy anceſtors, and raiſe thy ſoul 
Aſſiduouſly to ſeek their godlike virtues. 


Epwix. 


Your counſels I ſhall ever hold divine, 
But who can reaſon down the raving deep 


When whirl'd by warring winds? The ſame is love: 


When thou haſt done the former, then thou may'ſt 
Attempt the latter, O my aching heart ! 

Shall I abandon Catherine! Shall I tamely 

Sit ſtill, and know her forc'd, yea dragg'd away, 
Contrary to her vow : the which I know 

She'd die a thouſand deaths before ſhe'd break 
No: by the ruddied drop that warms my breaſt, 
By love, that keeps that drop alive, I've {wore 
That I'll preſerve the fair, or bravely periſh. 

Theſe anceſtors you talk of, were they never 
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The ſubjects of the tender pow'r of love? 


HErMIT. 


Yes, I have lov'd; I know its pow'r : but, O! 
How canſt thou leave me! I'm thy aged ſire, 
Thy wretched, dying fire. But a few days, 
Perhaps a few ſhort hours, and thou ſhalt do 
The laſt official ſervice to me! Ah, 
Shall I behold that blooming face no more ? 
Theſe waving yellow locks! ſoon, ſoon ſhall they 
Be crimſon'd o'er with blood! Like the young oak 
That roſe, and flouriſh'd on the mountain's brow, 
And promis'd ſoon to be the king of woods, 
When fiercely ſhatter'd, by the light'ning's flaſh, 
So ſhalt. thou fall unmourn'd.—My boſom bleeds 
A ſtream that chills, and freezes as it runs! 
My bowels yearn, my foul is torn with anguiſh ! 


EDwir, 


() jealouſy! O love! O binding Nature! 
ſhall run mad: my Father! O my father! 


[ Kncels and embraces him. 
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| Here let me kneel! here let me claſp thy knees! 
Here let me die! and be for ever happy. 


1 


HERMITr. 


In vain do we embrace! ariſe, my ſon— 
Farewell! farewell for ever! 


EDWwIN. 


O diſtraction! 
O cutting! killing! harſh! tormenting ſound! 


Enter Rurus. 
Rurus. 
I fear I am too bold. 
HERMuITr. 


No, modeſt youth, 


From whence com'ſt thou ſo faſt? what, are thy 


tidings? 
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EDWwix. 


is Rufus! Catherine's page—how, how fares 
your lady ? 


Rurus. 


She, tott'ring on the brink of ruin, ſtands, 
Impatient of your preſence, 


HERMIT, 


Go, my ſon! 
To the ee of my God leave thee! 
He will preſerve the virtuous : {till I will 
Inceſſant, fervent pray'rs pour out for thee 
While I've an hour to live. 


EDWiIN. 


O heav'n ! direct me. 
{low ſhall I ſtay! How can I, can I leave thee ! 
O what excruciating, ſtruggling pangs 

Now © harrow up my ſoul,” and tear my heart! 


Y F ds 
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A little longer; yet a little longer. 
HERMIT. 


It muſt not be : away, away, my ſon. 
Nature muſt own the deed is truly noble, 
That reſcues innocence, and raiſeth virtue. 


EpWIN. 
And is the conflict o'er! inſpiring love! 
2 Henurr. 


May heav'n direct thee o'er the watery way, 
And wreath thy brow with Fame's unfading bay; 
May Hymen, o'er thy head his banner wave, 

And all the virtues light thee to thy grave. 
Lend me thy hand and lead me to my cave. ; 


End of the fourth At. 
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ACT V. 


* 


Loxd M' GRECOR and CATHERINE; 
CATHERINE» 


How can you urge it! O remember, ſir, 
You gave me life! how can you ſtudy then 
To make it full of wretchedneſs and forrow ? 


M*<GRrEcoR. 


What! —minding thee of reverence to thy fire * 
Thy much negle&ed duty, pointing out 
With warm regard, and real affection for thee, 
A ſeat where thou may'R baſk in all the blaze 
Of ſumptuous grandeur, and deſir'd pow'r, | 
Roll'd in a ſea of eaſe, of pomp, and pleaſure ? 
Surrounded by admiring crouds, who'd ſtand 
Depending on thy will—are theſe the means 
With which I Kill thy peace 


1 out oe 
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CATHERINE, 


hey partly are: 
How poor are riches to that man who hath 


Them not enhanced by the charms of virtue! 

Each term you've giv'n them, ſeems a blooming roſe, 
But, ah! what thorny prickles they conceal! 
What deathful ſerpents at their roots lie lurking! 


M*<Grecos. 


Doft thou begin to prate, and preach to me, 
And talk of virtue when thou deviates from it? 
Riches and honour are the golden joys 

Which all would have, what ſchoolmen have declar'd 
The gift of heav'n, and heav'n wil never curſe 

Its own free gift. 


CATHERINE. 


As honey in the waſp 


Is turn'd to poiſon ; ſo may riches be 
Corrupted by the vicious poſſeſſor. 
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M*GREGOR» 


No more of thy preſumption z learn thy diſtance, 


And learn thy duty too; leſt thou provoke 
My riſing wrath. Conſent to be the ſpouſe 
And envy'd lady of the great Macdonald, 
Or dread my juſt diſpleaſure. 


* . 
o 


CATHERINE. 4 


Ah! my ſire, 
Have you forgot your plighted faith, the vow 
You made to Edwin? did you not to him 
Swear, that I ſhould be his, ſoon as he had 
From war and devaſtation freed our country? 
O think, your words are ſurely mark'd above. 


M GREGOR. 


Then let them be expung'd, for I am free; 
The time is paſt, And doſt thou too contemn 
My high authority? was ever man 


Thus griev'd, thus croſs'd, and tortur'd by his chil- 


dren! 
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My family ſhall be ſunk, be-cruſh'd, by orphans. 
But to command thee I've a right; yea, more, 
de, Thou yet art in my power, in my diſpoſal; 
And ſhalt this night be wed. 'To-morrow thou | 
Shalt with Macdonald ſee his ſtately tow'rs. 


CATHERINE. 


Nay : I will die a thouſand deaths before 
I violate my vow, and wed another. | 
While Edwin lives, my heart, my life is his. 


M<Gxx60a. 


| Then die, and periſh, baſe abandoned girl! 
Since thou'rt ſo tamely reconcil'd to ruin, 
Thou art not worth a wiſh. But, mark me! ſince 
Perſuaſion fails, thou ſhalt be ſtraight compell'd! 
A few ſhort hours have yet to roll, and then, 
Spite of thy rage, I'll put thee to the teſt. 

[ Exit M GREGOR. 
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CATHERINE alone. 


O harſh, unnatural, iron-hearted fire! 

To ſell a once-lov'd child for bags of gold 

Ambition ſtrikes upon thy jaundic'd fight ; 

And me thou aim'ſt the tool, the firſt laid Rep 

By which thou means toclimb unto a throne. 

Prepoſterous madman * view thy whitened locks, 

And think how ſoon grim death ſhall thee © 'ertake, 

Cut ſhort thy ſchemes, thy proſpects, and thy life ! ] 

[ Paufing. 

In what a gulph of whirling woes I'm plung'd ! 

That drive, and dafh me, ah! I know not where 

My bark, now ſhatter'd by continual ſtorms, 

At every toſs I think ſhall riſe no more ! 

The ſun ere long ſhall ſink beneath the wave. 

O night! I dread, yet wiſh thy quick approach, 

Big with ſome great event, which future times 

Shall with amazement mark! thou com'ſt! thou 
com'lt ! 

Soon, ſoon th' important hour, or fixes me 

In bliſs compleat, or complicated woes. 

Pale miſtreſs of the night! ariſe and ſhed, 

From thy broad orb, a ſhower of filver rays, 
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To cheer my Edwin's anxious, throbbing heart, 
And guide his wandering veſſel croſs the main! 
Blow faſt, ye northern winds, and ſwell his ſails; 
Impel his keel to cut the foaming wave, 

As faſt as feathered ſhaft divides the air; 
For, oh! *tis only he can comfort Catherine ! 
Hark! now they come, hence let me fiy! O rocks? 
Hide me within your horrid wombs! that I 
May ſhun Macdonald's loth'd, yet forc'd embraces! 
'Tis but my friend! her looks are chang'd! how gay ! 


Enter EUPHRESIA 
Thy tidings, good Euphreſia?%—— 
 EUPHRESIA. 


a O my friend ! 
Rich are the news I bring you ! I but now 
Have ſpy'd a lofty veſſel, whoſe high maſts, 
Spread wide their ample wings before the wind ; 
Swiftly ſhe plow'd the yielding frothy frith, 
And while l'm ſpeaking anchors in the bay. 
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CATHERINE. 


"Tis my young warrior: who in happy hour, 

Through dangers dauntleſs comes to reſcue Cathe- 
rine! 
gweet is the ſhow'r to parched fields, and ſweet 
The ſummer to the frozen iſles. The ſun 
Diſpelling night, and chacing off the ſtorms | 
That toſs'd the fainting mariner, is ſweet. 
Health to th' afflicted, freedom to the flave, 
And life to the condemn'd, arc ſurely ſweet : 
Bur yct a thouſand times more ſweet will he 
Be to my tear-acquainted, longing eyes. 
O Edwin! Edwin! ſhall we meet again 
To part no more! delightful, heav*nly ſound ! 
Harmonious Nature, throughont all her works, 
Can never chime the like! Go, loyal friend, 
Go meet and tell him our firſt interview 
Muſt be beneath the ſacred well-known oak. 
Return with haſte and caution to thy chamber, 
Vor there impatiently Pl] wait thy coming. 
? [Exit ſeverally. 
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S EN F. 


MACDONALD and Pac. 
MacpoNALD. 
And doſt thou think he fell ?'—— 
Pace! 


— Moſt ſure he did. 
From where I watch'd I ſaw them ſpring upon him; 
The cling of arms aroſe, but the thick wood 
Soon vail'd them from mine eye.— 


MacDoNALD. 


It muſt be ſo. 

There's gold. [gives a purſe] Go, find them out 
with nimble foot. 

If he be 1lain, 'tis well: If bound in chains, 

As I gave charge, command them, in my name, 

To bring him ſo before me, ſoon's they hear 

Me found the well-known horn. l've done: away. 


* 
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| Pace. , 


Swift as the wintry blaſt I fly, my lord. 
[ Exit PAGE, 


MacponaLD alone. ] 


So much for one: but, O infernals, aid me: 
There yet is much to do. The ſon and Sire 
| They both mult die! then crown'd with bays I'll 

thank ye. 
| The haughty boy obſtructs my way to bliſs, 
| Stops love's delicious feaſt of conquer'd charms. 
The {fire will croſs me with his ſtate affairs, 
In which 1 dare not meddle : But his death, 
Will conſtituce me far the greateſt lord 
That ever trode a Caledonian vale, 
Would 1t were done, and to the glaring world 
My honour nought eclips'd ! [| patſing] It is, it is! 
Confirm'd and ſure. But here th' old dotard 
comes, 

ile muſt not know the Rival's in my pow'r; 
His ignorance of that is the ſtrong Baſe 
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Where all my hopes are built. But, ſoft, he's 
here. | 


E, M*Grtcor entering. 


My lord, my Lord 


MacpowNnalb, 


vil —— Right noble lord, what mcans 
All this diſorder'd haſte ?—— 


M GREGOR. 


The daring guilt, 
And purpos'd wickedneſs of cursed Euphreſia. 


MACDONALD. 
Ha! what of her? 
M GREGOR. 


A deed ! long have ſcar'd. 
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Juſt as I paſt the poplar bower, that fronts 

The murm'ring rill, I found the female friends. 
Conceal'd I ſtopt, and ſaw my daughter ſend 
Euphreſia down the dark meand'ring path, 
That ſeeks the Northern Cliff, intent to learn 
if Edwin was arriv'd. Then by the words 
Which from the penſive Catherine dropt, I found 
Her couns'ller had been urging, that, in caſe 
The minion came not, ſhe'd prepare a draught 
Of deadly poiſon to enlarge her ſoul, 

Free it from duſt, and all our boaſted power. 


MACDONALD. 


'Tis now Balerma's injur'd ſhade appears 
Yonder it ſtares in awful majeſty, 
Frowning at me, and howling for revenge! 
And ſhall my Catherine's join it! Never, never. 
She dies! ſhe dies ! this night the traitreſs dies ! 
This panting ſteel is burning for her blood, 
[8 uns to the fide ſcene, then returns. 


Us 
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M*<GRrEGOR, afede. 
The ſcheme ſucceeds—I'Il now be rid of her. 
MACDONALD. 


But in I go. M*Gregor, hear me: Edwin 
Is lurking in the vale, and means by ſtealth 
| This very night to bear away your daughter. 


M*Gzzcor. 

Ila! baſe perfidious wretch ! In what dark grove' 
Skulks the bold fugitive, the wand'ring orphan ? 
Even this old arm fhall to the whiſtling winds 
Beſtow his dwarſiſn ſpirit —— | 


MacDONALD. 


Then, my lord, 
Pm not reveng'd : *tis I have felt the wrongs ; 
And he who toils ſhould eat the ſavoury morſel. 


. — — WW 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 


x26 EDWIN AND CATHERINE. - 
M*<GrtEcGoR, 


The taſk I like not : But perhaps my child's 
Expiring now ?—The poiſon ! O the poiſon ! 


MACDONALD. 


I run, I fly !. [ging] 
M Gnxcox. 


ut firſt unfold the den 
Of this young treacherous wolf. —— 


MACDONALD, 


| _ ——— Within the grove, 
Beneath the oak, that ſhades the ſtream, he ſits, 
Waiting the midnight, to purloin the prize : 
Not long ago my truſty ſervant came, 
Who ſince the morn, hath watch'd each latent mo- 

tion : 

He told me, as bencath a copſe he lay, 
He faw Euphreſia, by your davghter's orders, 
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Bear off Reynaldo's clothes, to dreſs the traitor : 
And to make all ſecure, the orphan was, 
As much as poſlible, to ape his ſpeech. 


M<GREGOR. 


Deteſted thought! deceitful, matchleſs villain ! 
Accurs'd, contriving girl! but ſuch are orphans. 
Fiends! furies! ſent to fil the world with broils. 


MAacDONALD. 


Yes; ſuch his life at leaſt will be to you, 
And all your aims; for know, ſhould we avow 
Your lawful rights unto the Scottiſh crown, 
His rage at us, and favour with the king, 
Together with th' allies his pow'r may gain, 
Will make him the moſt formidable foe 
(Believe me, ſir) that we can fear or doubt. 


M*GrecoR. 


O!] that has rais'd a flame within my breaſt, 
That quite conſumes each tender thought! he dies! 
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Had he a thouſand lives I'd end them all. 


MAcDONALD. 


What way to gall him in the hour of death, 

Is all I ſtudy now. My hated form 

Would rack his ſoul, would make him gnaſh his 
; teeth, | 

And bite the ground. My ſword and clothes be 
yours; 

The riſing moon will light you through the vale. 


M GREGOR. 


I'm charmed with thy wit: thy genius rich, 
And enterpriſing, fraught with great deſigns, 
And deep laid plots, endear thee ever to me 
Thou art the man can aid me in the work, 
The arduous work of riſing to a throne. 


MacpoONALD. 


Juſt to my wiſh ! ſuperior to my hopes 
I laugh to think how the old fire and ſon, 
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Streaming with blood, ſhall dying hug each other. 
f | [ A/edes 
Where is your daughter, ſir 


MGC OR. 


is now the hour 
She wanders oft alone: but then the poiſon, 


MAcDONALD. 
Haſte, let us change; the time is precious! 
vonder 
The moon, full-orb'd, ſteals from the woody hill, 


M GREGOR. 


Why do we tarry here? come, now's the time. 
[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE, The Chamber. 
CATHERINE and EUPHRESIA. 
CATHERINE. 


Then all js over, loſt, and gone for ever ! 
Why am I haraſs'd thus, thus rent with fears! 
O death! ſweet death! that ſets the captive free, 


When with a home-thruſk wilt thou favour Ca- 
therine ? 


EUPHRESIA. 


Deſpair not, O my friend! for heav'n beholds 
No piece of guilt with ſo much deteſtation. 


CATHERINE» 


What doſt thou talk? Vain words! which way 
I turn, 
The haggard ſkeleton ſtares wildly on me! 
Thou haſt thy lov'd Reynaldo to protect thee 
From every menac'd ill, whilſt, ab, thy friend, 
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On one hand quakes at ev'ry haſty breath, 

And on the other a long waſte of woes 

Crowd on the mind, and pain my burſting heart; 
The racking thoughts that Edwin is no more 
What clamour didſt thou hear — 


. EouPpHRESIA. © 


——As I return'd, 
Silent and {low along the darkſome path, 
Beyond the river where the narrow vale 
Is darken'd by the cliff, and waving pines, | 
Methought the voice aroſe. But mix'd, and broke 
By the hoarſe-chiding ſtream, and moaning winds, 
"Twas render'd inarticulate. I ſtoopt, 
And looking eagerly, beheld the gleam 
Of poliſh'd arms; then heard the claſh of ſwords. 
Appall'd I ſtood : then, like the affrighted hind, 
[ trerabling ran to tell you. —— 


CATHERINE. 


r Ah! enough : ; 
He's gone! he's gone! and 1 am left a prey 
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To the voracious vultures! No: I fly 

Beyond all human pow'r : to ſome dark grave 

L haſte to reſt my wearied frame for ever. 
EUPHRESIA. 

Through life or death I will attend you.— 
CATHERINE, 
————-No: 


Thou art too kind: leave me, I'll go alone; 
*Tis worſe than death to ſtay. To ſhun my foes 


PII ſeek the buſhy vale : there I perhaps 
May meet with Rufus, he ſhall tell me all. 
EUPHRESIA-. 
Then ſwear you will not fall upon your life. 


CATHERINE. 


Reaſon I hope ſhall guide me. [ Pauſing] Saidit 
thou not 


N 9. 
* 
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Thy love, beneath the oak, was waiting for thee? 
EUPHRESIA, 


Since mid-day he's been abſent : much I fear 


His father knows our loves. Accouter'd well 


With hunting ſpear, and bow, he call'd his dogs, 
And giving me a warm but penſive look, 

He bade me meet him at the fall of eve 

Within the bower : then bounded o'er the plain. 


CATHERINE. 


Then go and meet him : let me not withhold 
That bliſs which fate has long deny'd to me. 
May heav'n watch o'er and crown your tender loves 
With greateſt ſucceſs. Go: acquaint the youth 
With all that's paſt : he is our only guard. 


[ Excunt, 
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The back SCENE opens and diſcovers REVYNAL DO 
reſting upon a green bank ; a bow and quiver at his 
head, a couple of hounds aſleep at his feet, and a 
hunting ſpear ſtuck in the ground by his fide, after 

_ which he riſes and ſpeaks. 


Now, Day, that young-ey'd prince, with all his 
train, 
Is ſunk to reſt, and his grave mother reigns. 
O the delights of nature! who can tell 
The lovelieſt of her ſcenes? The azure morn, 
The golden noon, the variegated eve, 
Or ſable night, which merits higheſt praiſe 
To him who doth contemplate their charms ? 
Who taſtes their ſweetneſs, and explores their pow'r, 
The preſent pleaſes moſt be which it will. 
Indeed what eye unraviſh'd can behold 
Yon glorious lamps, or that refulgent orb, 
Which ſtrews with ſilver the high curling wave, 
Checquers the landſcape, and with mildeſt beams 
Sets off, in folemn pomp, the face of Nature? 
The diſtant murmurs of the main, the winds. 
Which ſoftly whiſper thro? the leafy grove, 
Join'd by ſweet Philomela's melting ſong, 
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Strike heav'nly muſic on th* enraptur'd ear. 

*Tis now the time when youthful lovers ſteal, 

From the cenſorious world, to breathe their flame 

In undiflembled, artleſs eloquence, 

And ſigh their inmoſ ſouls out to each other. 
Euphreſia! O my love! why doſt thou ſtay ! 

Each moment ſeems an age when thou art abſent. 


Enter M*Gxxc0R, in MacDoNALD's clothes, liftening. 


Some fatal evil, ſome malicious foe, 
Has ſtept between us, and prevents thy coming. 
: 7 
MGRROOR. 


Methinks I hear him; yonder ſtands the traitor ; 
A cloud obſcures the moon. O glorious fortune 


REYNALDO. 
Unfeeling ſire! ſavage, remorſeleſs fire! 


She now is fall'n obnoxious to thy wrath. 
Perhaps (O heav'n, forbid it!) now the victim. 
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How he upbraids me: baſe, ungrateful foundlin +» 
My blood begins to boil with indignation. 


REYNAL OO. 


O cruel deſtiny ! what pleaſure thou 
Takeſt to torment us.. 


MG REGOR. 


X.. -How he mimics him 
Juſt to the very life. Has youth ſuch cunning ? 


_— 


RxvYNAl o. 


But 'tis Macdonald that ferments the whole: 
That baſe, malicious, deep-diſſembling knave ! 
I know he ſeeks my life, but would he come, 
Deck'd in fair honour's plumes, young as lam 
Pd conquer, or I'd die th undaunted hero! 
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M<GRrEGOR. 
Curſe on thy vaunting ! yet it well becomes thee, 
But ſhall not long. I burn to tear thy heart! 
This vengeful ſteel is quiv'ring to be at thee, 
Now lecretly behind the copſe I'll ſteal. 


REvyNALDO: 


Hark! what a ſound of leaves! perhaps ſh& 
comes, 
My peerleſs fair one comes! expand, my heart, 
Wide to receive the rich, the glorious treafure, 
Unparallell'd on earth. Ere long I will 
Bear thee, ſweet maid | to my domain, where eveii 
Nor curs'd Macdonald's arts, nor all the rage 
Of a ſtern father ſhall annoy us. 
[M*Gzxecork ruſhing forward, ww REYNALDO: 
———Never! 
[REvyNALDo plucking up the ſpear. 
Ye guardian ſpirits, protect me! Ha! Macdonald! 


8 
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M*<GxrEGoR, 
Ves, and he'll ſcourge thee, orphan,—— 


REYNALDO- 


Coward flave! 
Thou doſt miſtake me : But no matter that, 


[ Engaging. 
Reynaldo ever is Macdonald's foe. 3 
| [M*GrEtcok falls. 
M GR ok. 


Infernal horrors! art thou then Reynaldo ? 


REYNALDO, 
Yes, by yon ſtars I am, and who art thou ? 
M*GrEGoOR. 


A miſerable wretch thou once call'd fire! 
But by Macdonald gull'd, betray'd, and ruin d!“ 
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He told me thou waſt Edwin, who deſign'd, 


| Beneath thy garb and voice, to ſteal my daughter. 
— 


REYNALDO. 


Tremendous fate! who, who can ſound thy depth! 
What have I done! was ever deed lo black! 
O my torn heart! my ſire! forgive me, Heaven! 
And O ſend your bright meſſengers to watt 
His trembling ſpirit to the ſcats of bliſs. 


M*GREGOR. 


No, *tis too late: My crimes have ſhut me out; 
And now, like hiſſing furies, flock around me. 
They laſh my Conſcience with their flaming whips, 
1hey chaſe my flying ſoul! O how they tear it, 
Struggling to quit this guilty frame! Ilenceforth 
Let ev'ry parent call to mind my end, 

And think more juſtly of his childrens welfare, 
And of his own true happinels, than !'ve done. 


For where's my proſfpeds now? They all are chang*d 


Lo yon deep, horrible, tormenting gloom ! 
Had I ancther life to live, I would 


Ft 


: 
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Devote it to more noble aims: and-- Oh! [ Dies. 
LREVNAL Do, throwing himſelf by the _ 
O!] horror! horror 


EUPHRESIA entering. 


ure a mournful voice 
Did now accoſt mine ear! Too true! Reynaldo 
Is dead: is murderd: O my love! my love! 


RRE YNAIL. Do raiſing himſelf up. 
No, gentle maid 1 live: and yet I'm thine. 
EUPHRESIA, 


Tranſporting word] come then and let me count 
How many wounds the falſe Macdonald gave thee ; 
For now I ſee that haughty Chief's no more. 

Thy limbs are bath'd in blood; how pale thou 
2 . 


REvNALDO. 


The wound is nothing, 'tis beneath my notice; 
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But, O my love! my life! my dear Euphreſia! 
Look who lies there, and wonder if thou canſt, 
At the wan colours of my pallid cheek! 


EvPHRESIA. 
Macdonald, the ſole author of our woes. 
REvNALDO. 


No: *tis the man who took thee and thy brother, 
Scarce living from the ſalted wreck, who watch'd, 
With a fond father's care your infant years ; 

Who was your guardian ever until now ; 
The man whom once I call'd my honour'd fire. 


EUPHRESIA. 


Thy ſire apparell'd thus. lt is lit is! 
The man who aw'd the North with his high nod; 
My ſecond Father too; again I'm left | 
An orphan *mid th” inhoſpitable world, 
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- REvNnALno. - 
How canſt thou tear my bleeding heart anew, - 
Haſt thou forgot the oath I ſwore; it binds 
Me to ſupport thee thro? the waſte of life ; 


And, truſt me, I'll thee guard with warmer love 
Than I'd protect this heart within my breaſt, 


 EUPHRESIA. 


. Forgive me, Sir; and, O accept theſe tears 
As all the thanks I'm able now to give. 


REYNALDO. 

They are enough, and more, but Rufus comes. 
Roos entering 

What's this before me 1 happy ſiglit! 


There the diſturber of domeſtic peace 
Lies low in ſilence. 
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REvYNALDO. 


Is my friend arriv'd ? 
Rvuvus. 


Arriy'd : but ſince he no where can be found, 
We fear' d the treachery of that ſlain Macdonald. 


REYNAL Do. 


And yet have cauſe to fear him more: for he 
Is doubtleſs now a carrying on ſome black, 
Infernal plot: where is my hapleſs ſiſter ? 


EUPHRESIA. 


This diſmal ſcene hath ſtopt me, Sir, from giving 
You an account of all: amid the gloom 
Of yon wide woody vale, alone ſhe walks, 


Nor would ſhe ſuffer me t' attend hexg,— 


REYNALDO. 


Then 
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Perhaps ſhe breathes no more! Hence let me fly 


To find her out, and fave her from the villain. 


Rurus. 


His ſhade may haunt her, but his frame lies here. 


REVYNAIL po. 


I would it had been ſo; but adverſe fate 
Deſign'4 it otherwiſe,—— 


Enter BxxA haſlily. 
BRVYNA. 


| Il come to ſeek 
My maſter [ ſeeing the body] death is here! 


REYNALDO. 


There low he lies. 
Ye faithful two, bear off his bloody corpſe. 


Tho” he was cruel he was ſtill my fire. 


* 
M * 
8 
- 
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Where {hall I go, amid ſuch crouds of fears 
REYNALDO. 


They are thy guide and guardian to the hall. 
I muſt away to ſeek and guard thy friend. 


BrYNA. 


Pains rack the hand that did it! O my maſter! 
[ As they go off with the body on one fide, and 
RRVYNAL Do on the other, aſſaſſins are ſeen to 


ſpring acroſs the edge of the tage. 
REYNALD® behind the ſcenes. 


My life! my life! aſſaſſinated! ho! 
LA confuſed diftant noiſe behind the ſcenes ; the 
following words heard diſtinctly. 
You *ſcape not always: ſtrike. 
The Scene cloſes. 
T 


145 EDWIN AND CATHERINE. 


SCENE beyond the tream; CATHERINE alone. Mac- 
DONALD enters ſoftly behind her ; with a dagger in 


his hand offers to ſtab her; is miſlaken and throws 
it away. 


CATHERINE. 


-----------=-My father! no, 
You ſcem my butcher now. Well, here's my breaſt 
Bare to your fury ; ſee, it heaves to tempt 
And meet with more than joy your hungry ſteel. 


MacDoNALD. 


I've loſt the ſerpent, but have found the dove. 
Aſide. 

I'm not thy father, but thy lover ſtill. 

That dagger vile I meant it for another ; 

But ſome left-handed, mean, miſchievous imp, 

Would have it turn'd on thee. Come, love me now. 


CATHERINE, 


I never will. Thou traitor ! dark in ſoul, 
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Thou midnight bear, thou greedy murderer ! 
There take it up: ſtrike here a deadly ſtab, 
And I will thank thee : I will bleſs thee too. 
For while I live, I only live to hate thee. 


MacDONALD. 


Then hear and tremble. [ ſounds a horn] aye 1 
have thee now. 
Thy fire and brother know this world no more. 
Thy warrior, deſp'rate, foams in iron chains, 
Whom I will torture in thy very ſight, 
And force thee to compliance. 


| Enter fix of Macnowald's men with their ſwords 
drawn. 


MACDONALD. 


Stand prepar'd 


To parry ev'ry danger, 
ſounds the horn. 


ö 
' 
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CATHERINE. 


Poor's thy triumph 
O'er a defenceleſs woman ! I believe 

Thy bloody tale; it ſuits thy nature well, 

Yet thou canſt bid me love thee. What !—O poiſon! 
Seraphs and ſiends ſhall ſooner love each other: 
And as for life, I have a thouſand ways 

To rid me of it! 


Enter EDw1N, in chains, guarded. 


MacDoNALD. 


—— There's thy hero crown'd 
In glory : there is thy fam'd conqueror. 


CATHERINE. 


Is this th' infernal world! 


EDwIN. 


—Heart-breaking ſight ! 
It ſeems a corner of it, ——— _ 
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CATHERINE. 


-Quit thy hold— 
Or tear my frame in pieces. | 


MaAcDoNAlD. 


: ---------No, proud maid; 
Conſent unto my love, or by yon ſky 


I'll force thee in his fight ; then bathe thy feet 
In orphan's blood. | 


CATHERINE. 


- Where is the thunder-bolts ? 
Will they not ſpeak for me 


MacDoNALD. 


3 Does woman need 
A ſpeaker? then't muſt be a cataract; 


A thunder ſtorm would pauſe too oft, and ſet 
Her on herſelf again a bawling at it. 
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Eb win ſeems to ſpeek tv his guards afide, then /la ggar- 


ing forward exclaims. 
O all the curſes ! Guilt itſelf will curſe thee ! 
. MAcbDoNALD. 


Sweet, ſweet Revenge! I'll glut my fury now 
With honey'd draughts of vengeance! Miſcreant 
Boy ! 
Now, I could rip thy heart [waving the feord at his 
breaſt but that ſhall be 
The laſt, the fav'rite diſh : I'll make thee feel 
A double rack for ev'ry woe l've ſuſſer'd. 


EDwilXx. 


Inſulting ſavage ! I diſdain thy threats. 
All thou can'ſt do is to expend thy rage 
For a few moments, tort'ring this frail clay ; 
The ſoul, ſecur'd in conſcious innocence, 
Smiles at thy bloody ſword, 


EDWIN AND CATHERINE. Ict 


CATHERINE, 


Exalted mind! 
Thou picce of adamant within my breaſt, 
Wilt thou not break ! Many beg hard for life, 
But death I cannot find! 


MACDONALD. 


I'm loſing time. 
Guards, hack his limbs in pieces! No: myſelf 
Shall have the pleaſure: hold the raving maid. 

[ Lets her go. 


CATHERINE. 
O ſpare him, and I yield! But here's my freedom. 


[ Catches hold of the dagger. 
Now, boaſter! now! 


 [Opers to /lab herſelf. 
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Epwix throwing off the chains, his guards at the ſame 
time unmaſk, and diſcover themſelves to be RE YNAIL.- 
Do, Rurus, and BRVYNA. 


His cup runs over. Hold, 
Thou matchleſs maid ! delight of Heav'n and men | 
I yet am free, am able to protect thee, 


Mac DONALD. 


Where are the guards ?—confuſion ! I'm betrayid 
[ His men ſtand aſtonifſh'd. 


EowiN. 
No, tyrant! no, it is avenging juſtice. 
RE VNAL po. 


My father's ghoſt cries vengeance : ver, iaſpire 
Thy drooping ſlaves, and let them till defend thee. 


ED WIN Ax DP CATHERINE. 


153 
Macpon ar. 


For ſhame! be men, and let not boys -— 
[ Makes a puſh at ED WIN. 


Mev. 


.- We Will, 
Or die or conquer. 


[RevyNnaLDo, Rueus, BryNnaA, and Mac- 
DONA1.D's men fight, and exeunt, 


EDwix. 


—— Stand, thou coward! ſtand! 


CATHERINE. 


Fnchantment all! can I believe mine eyes! 


| 
MacDoxALD. - 
, 


Thou art a coward, thou a ruſſian.—elſe 
Diſguis'd thou hadſt not come. 
U 
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EDWIN. 


. —◻½ came to prove 

My Cath'rine's conſtancy, to know the bent 
And ſirmneſs of her love, which thy brib'd ſlaves 
Swore was corrupted, chang'd, and giv'n to thee 
And tho' 1 might have ſworn her true, yet well 
I knew thy helliſh nature; knew that ſoon 
As I appear'd in arms, thou, to reverge 
'Thyſelf on me, hadit ſheath'd thy ſword in her. 
Each buſh contain'd a fury I beliey'd. 
Thy hungry clan were wholly here, and all 
The-fry below to ſhicid thy wickedneſs. 
Were I a ruſſian like thyſelf, I might 
With caſe have ſtabb'd thee while I ſeem'd in chains: 
Bat {till I ſpura'd the thought, tho' thy foul crimes 
EntitPd thee to meet no better fate; 
Crimes known to me; crimes that might ſtrike the: 

dumb, 
Might pang thee through ; but thar thy brutal hear: 
Is proof *gainſt all remorſe. I came to find 


And prove thee rips for vengeance---Kneel, or ſtrike. 


re 
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MAacDoNALD., 
Vain-glorious upſtart! thou commandeſt well, 


And I obey thee once to thy confuſion : 
And to thy torment hear, that maid is falſe 


Jo thee, to me, and to a hundred more, 


And thou art falſer ſtill----Perdition ſeize thee |... 
[ Deſperately ſpringing forward. 


EDWIN. 
Then let the falſeſt fall. 2 
[ MacpoxalD fall:, 
MacDONALD. 


— — O I am caught 
In the ſame ſnare I've ſet. for ever gone! 


Curs'd chance---perhdious fortune---when I thought 


I'd gain'd the ſummit of my utmoſt wiſhes, 


When all the lux'ry of a woman's charms, 


When all the ſtores for which ambition ſighs, 
Were ſpread before me on thy lap; thou driv'ſt 
Me to deſtruction by an orphan's hand. 
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Diſtraction !—agony -O for a bolt 
That would at once to pieces tear the globe, 
That this curs'd couple might not miſs to fall, 
But inſtant periſh in Macdonald's fight ! 
Dies. 


Enwlv. 
Unhappy man! thy fate I truly pity, 
CATHERINE. 
My love! my guardian angel 
FEpwir. 
- Faichful maid ! 
See the big tear roll in the warrior's eye! 
The tear of joy to find thee ſtill upright; 
The tear of grief for my unjuſt ſuſpicions ! 


How could I try thy matchleſs virtues 1n 
So harſh a manner! canſt thou then forgive me? 
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CATHERINE. 


O yes, dear youth; you've ſuffer'd more than 
I've done. 
For me you've ſought the hoſtile deathful field ; 
For me you're now deform'd with many a ſcar, 
And now have ſuffer'd all th' inſulting ſcorn 
Of a profane barbarian for me. 


EDWIN. 


O tranſport! rapture! bliſs beyond compare 
Here, folded in thy ſnowy arms, I'll loſe 
All ſight of woe. In Love's chryſtalline ſtreams 
I'll waſh my heart from ev'ry jealous thought; 
And ev'ry wound PII count a glorious badge 
To honour, and to ſweeten future life. 


Enter REYNALDo, EUPHRESIA, RUFus, and BRYNA. 


REYXALDO. 


Now all is well: the gloom is parting: and 
Death ſtalks away well pleas'd..-..--. Wee” 
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Epwix. 


----------Llail, happy pair! 
Hail, valiant friends 


Ruxvus and BRYNA. 
3 All hail, Pomona's Lord! 
REVLNALDo. 

Ihere bleeds the lion, and the roaring cubs 
Have none of them eſcap'd : two ſell, the reſt 
Surrender'd ; which, with thoſe we ſtript before, 
Lie in the priſon bound. 


EUPHRESIA. 


Our toils are o'er. 


How ſweet is pleaſure when *tis earn'd with pain! 
EDwiN. 


We all have known adverſity, we all 
Have croſs'd a rolling fea with dangers fraught: 
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But now the ſtorms ſubſide, the ſurges ſleep, 
And a fair haven opens to our view, 
Where, crown'd with love and happineſs, we'll reign. 
CATHERINE. 

I'm loſt in wonder at thy ways, O Heav'n! 
Thy ways inſcrutable, tho' dark, {till juſt ! 
Awake, my heart, with gratitude and praiſe, 


And love; for {till pure love ſhall conquer all. 


Rurus. 
May we retire to have the ſtiffen'd corpſe 
Of Lord M*Gregor carried to the hall. 
Bare to the winds, amid yon grove it lies. 
EDwiN. 
Yes: your fidelity and noble courage 
Shall amply be rewarded. Go, my friends. 
[ Exit Rurus and BRYNA. 


To CATHERINE. 


Weep on, my love! theſe ſilent tears proclaim 


0 o 
— em 1 


160  EDWIN ARP CATHERINE. 


The greatneſs of thy mind. He was thy ſire, 
And tho' found guizty, blinded by that wretch 
To quit the path of rectitude, he claims 
The tear of Nature, and the ſigh of ſorrow. 
But I'm thy huſband, I'm thy guard thro! life. 


Let us be ardent in the glorious practice 


Of Heav'n-born virtue; then, when Nature fails, 
To yon fair ficlus we'll wing our flight together, 
Where Love, and Joy, and Virtue ever reign. 


REYSNA4LDOs 


I] weep his exit: I lament the way 
In and by which he fell: but why, it was 
The unalterable, fix's decrec of Fate. 
Tn' Almighty hath declar'd thay conſcious guilt 
Shall never go unpuniſh'd. Virtue 13 
His darling gem, and only meets reward. 
Tho! Vice may triumph, Virtue ſeem to fink 
Beneath kis paw to Death's devouring brink : 
Yet, like a radiant Cherub, ſhe'll ariſe, 
Tread on her foes, and reach lier Native ſkies. 
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[ Exeunt omnes. 
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